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A 0 E 
SCENE, A Street in ROME. 


Enter Flavius, Marullus, and certain g 


Fravius. 
SR ENCE ; home, you idle creatures get 
* you home; 


JM Is this a holiday ? what! know you not, 
Being mechanical, you ought not walk 
WI / = Upon a labouring y, without the ſign 
Walls Of your profefiion ? ſpeak, what trade 
art thou? 

Car. Why, Sir, a carpenter. 

Mar. Where is thy leather apron, and wy rule ? 
What doſt thou with thy beſt apparel on? | 
You, Sir,. What trade are you?ꝰ 

Cob. Truly, Sir, in reſpe& of a fine workman, I am 
but, as you would ſay, a cobler. 

Mar. But what trade art thou? anſwer me directly. . 

Cob. A trade, Sir, that, I hope, I may uſe with a 
a conſcience 3 3 which i is, indeed, Sir, a mender of bad 

dals. 

Flav. What trade, thou knave ? thou naughty knave, | 
what trade ? | 

Cob. Nay, I beſzech you, Sir, be not out with me: 
yet if you be out, Sir, I can mend you. * 

Flav. What mean' ſt thou ys that ? mans ne, don 
ſaucy fellow ? | N 

Cob. Why, Sir, cobble you. . YT 6 ail wes 


ſelf into more work. But, indeed, Sir, we make holiday 


4 To L IVS C@AS$SAR, 

Flaw. Thou art a Cobler, art thou? © * 

Cob. Truly, Sir, all chat I live by is the awl:: I med- 
dle with no tradeſman's matters, nor woman's matters; 
but with- all I am, indeed, Sir, a ſurgeon to old ſhoes; 
when they are in — = J recover them. As 
proper men as ever trod upon neats- leather have gone 
upon my handy-work. econ a nwce | 

Flav. But wherefore art not in thy ſhop to-day ? 
Why doſt thou lead theſe men ahout the ſtreets ? 

Cob. Truly, Sir, to wear out their ſhoes, to get my- 


DET oy oo AS 


to ſee Ca ſar, and to rejoice in his triumph. 

| Mar. Wherefore rejoice! — hat conqueſt brings 
«1 -- he home ?* oo 1 2 9 9K La 1 * 

What tributaries follow him to Rogue, © 

To grace in captive bonds his chariot- wheels? 

You blocks, you ſtenes, you worſe than ſenſeleſs things! 

O you hard head you cruel men of Rome 8 

Knew you not?Pompey ? many a time and oft 

Have you climb'd up to walls and battlements, © 

To tow'rs and windows, yea, to chimney tops, 

Vour infants in your arms; and there have ſat 

The live- long day with * expectation, | 

To ſee great Pompey paſs the ſtreets of Rome: 

And when you ſaw his chariot but appear, 

Have you not made an univerſal ſhout, _ 

That Tyber trembled underneath his banks 

Fo hear the replication of your ſounds, 

Made in his concave ſhores?  - | 

And do you now put on your beſt attire ? 

And do you now cull out an holiday? 

And do you now ſtrew flowers in his way 

That comes in triumph over Pompey's Blood? 

Be gone e ; 

Run to your houſes, fall upon your knees, 5 


| a 4d Ml a *. 4 


— 0 


2 


— 


Pray to the Gods to intermit the plague, 
That needs muſt light on this ingratitude. 


Flav. Go, go, good countrymen, and for this fault 


Aſſemble all the poor men of your fort; 


Draw them to Tyber bank, and weep your tears 


e 4 Into 


Jur1vs CAR. F 


Into the channel, till the loweſt ſtream 
Do kiſs the moſt exalted ſhores. of all. a 
[ Eæeunt Commoners. 
See, whe' re their baſeſt metal be not mov'd ; 
They vaniſh tongue: ty d in their guiltineſs. 
Go you down that way tow' rds the Capitol, 
This way will I; diſrobe the images, 
If you do find them deck'd with ceremonies. 

Mar. May we do ſo? | 
You know it is the feaſt of Lapercal. 

Flaw. It is no matter, let no images 
Be hung with Cz/ar's trophies ; I'll about, 
And drive away the vulgar from the ftreets : 
So do you too, where you perceive them thick. 
Theſe growing feathers, pluck'd from Cæſar's wing. 
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch; 
Who elſe would Gar above the view of men, 
And keep us all in ſervile fearfulneſs. . 

| {Exeunt foverally. 


Enter Cæſar, Antony for the Courſe, Calphurnia, Por- 
= Decius, Clogs; Brutus, Caſſius, Caſca, a Sooth- 
ayer. | OR: 
Ce/. Calbhurnia.— ——— 

Caſe. Peace, ho! Cz/ar ſpeaks, 
Cæſ. Calphurnig. ———— _ 
Calp. Here, my lord, 

| Ce2/. Stand you directly in Antonius way, 

When he doth run his Courſe — Antonius. 
Ant. Ce/ar, my lord. | 
Cæſ. Forget not in your ſpeed, Antonius, 

To touch Ca/phurnia ; for our Elders ſay, 

The Barren touched in this holy chaſe, 

Shake off their ſteril curſe, | 
Ant. I ſhall remember. | ' 

When Ce/ar ſays, do this; it is perform'd. 

Cœ / Set on, and leave no ceremony out. 
S 

Ceæſ. Ha! who calls? | 
Caſc. Bid every noiſe be ſtill; peace yet again. 

Ce/. Who is it in the preſs, that calls on me? | 


* 


few 
* 


=_— Jun 1Us CasAR. 
J hear a tongue, ſhriller than all the muſick, 


Cry, Cæſar. Speak; Cz/ar is turn'd to hear. 
deutz. 1 the Ides of March. | 8 
Cæſ. What man is that? 5 Ye 
ö ' Bru. A ſoothſayer bids you beware the Ides of March. T} 
| Cæſ. Set him before me, let me ſee his face. W 
| Ca. Fellow, come from the throng, look upon Cæſar. (E: 
Cz/ What ſay' ſt thou to me now ? ſpeak once again. An 
Sooth. Beware the Ides of March. H. 
Cæſ. He is a dreamer, let us leave him; paſs. 

. [ Exeunt Cæſar and Train. S T1 
| Manent Brutus and Caſſius. Fo: 
Caſ. Will you go ſee the order of the courſe ? ( 
Bru. Not 1. = = An 
Caſ. I pray you, do. 380 
Bru. I am not gameſome; I do lack ſome part W. 
Of that quick ſpirit that is in Antony : : | Th 
Let me not hinder, Caſſius, your deſires; An 
Fl leave you. 3 3 | * We 
Caf. Brutus, I do obſerve you now of late; Ss To 
I have not from your eyes that gentleneſs o 
And ſhew of love, as I was wont to have: Th 
You bear too ſtubborn and too ſtrange a hand A 
Over your friend that loves you. Th. 
Bru. Caſſius, | | EZ To 

Be not deceiv'd : if I have veil'd my look, N 
I turn the trouble of my countenance 25 7 
Merely upon myſelf. Vexed I am, Z Ch 
Of late, with paſſions of ſome difference, | ; C 
Conceptions only proper to myſelf; f JI Th 
Which give ſome ſoil, perhaps, to my behaviour: ; Z 
But let not therefore my good friends be griev'd, But 
Among which number, Caſſius, be you one; 3 Wh 
Nor conſtrue any farther my neglect, | 171 
Than that poor Brutus, with himſelf at war, get 
Forgets the ſhews of love to other men. 45589 * 
Caſ. Then, Brutus, 1 have much miſtook your paſſion For 
By means whereof, this breaſt of mine hath buried The 
Thoughts of great value, worthy cogitations. C 
Tell me, good Brutus, can you ſee your face? As 


Bru. No, Caſſius; for the eye ſees not itſelf, 
But by reflexion from ſome other things. Caſ. 


— 


Jo rIius CESAR. PF 

Caſ. T. j. nh 30 Goo nth! . kad 

And it is very much lamented, Brutus, 

That you have no ſuch mirrors, as will turn 

Your hidden worthineſs into your eye, 

That you might ſee your ſhadow. I have heard, 

Where many of the beſt reſpe& in Rome, 

(Except immortal Cz/ar) ſpeaking of Brutus, 

And groaning underneath this age's yoak, | 

Have wiſh'd, that noble Brutus had his eyes. 
Bru. Into what dangers would you lead me, Caſſius, 

That you. would have me ſeek into myſelf, | 

For that which is not in mne? | 
Caſ. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar'd to hear: 

And ſince you know, you cannot ſee yourſelf | 

So well as by reflexion ; I, your glaſs, 

Will modeſtly diſcover to yourſelf | 

That of yourſelf, which yet you know not of. 

And be not jealous of me, gentle Brutus : 

Were I a common laugher, or did 'uſe 

To ftale with ordinary oaths my love 

To every new proteſtor; if you know, 

That I do fawn en men, and hug them hard, 

And after ſcandal them ; or if you know, 

That I profeſs myſelf in banqueting 

To all the rout, then hold me dangerous. 

DEI 1194 | n £488 [ Flouri/h and ſpout, 
Bru. What means this ſhouting ? I do fear, the People 

Chuſe Cæſar for their King. 1 ; 
Caf. Ay, do you fear it! : 

Then muſt I think, you would not have it ſo. 
Brgy. I would not, Caffius ; yet I love him well: f 
But wherefore do you hold me here ſo long? | 

What is it, that you would impart to me? 
If it be aught toward the general good. 
Set Honour in one eye, and Death i' th'other, 
And I will look on Death indifferently: 
For let the Gods ſo ſpeed me, as I lo re 
The name of Honour, more than I fear Death. 
_ Caf. I know that virtue to be in you, Brutus, 
As well as I do know your outward favour, I-12: 


PR 
. 


& Jo IIS CESAR. 
well, Honour is the ſubject of my ſtory:— 


I cannot tell, what you and other men 
Think of this life; hut for my egi ſelf, - 


I had as lief not be, as live to be 


In awe of ſuch a thing as I myſelf. 

I was born free as Cæſar, ſo were you; 

We Both have fed as well; and we can Both 

Endure the winter's cold as welb as he. 

For once upon 2 lw and g da 
The troubled Yar —— with his ſnores, 

Ceſar ſays to me, ** Pax ſt thou, Castus, Now - 

« Leap in with me into this angry flodd. 4 7 
And ſwim to onder point ? ——U ar the word, 
Accoutred as I Was, bi plunged in, ; 
And bid him follow: ſo indeed he did, 

The torrent roar'd, and-we did buffet oY 

With luſty ſinews 5 throwing it aſide, 

And ſtemming it with hearts of controverſy. 

But ere we could arrive the point propos d, 
Cæſar cry'd, ©* Help me, Caſius, or J ſink. 1 olaf c 
I, as Areas, our great anceſtor, 

Did from the flames of Yey upon his ſhoulder 

The old Anchi/es bear, ſo, from the waves of Tyber, 
Did I the tired Cæſar: and this man 

Is now become a God; and-Cafiusis 

A wretched (creature, and muſt bend his body, 

If Cæſar careleſly but nad on him. 

He had a fever when he was in Spain, 

And when the fit was on him, IL.did <= uf 

How he did ſhake : tis true, this God did abe * 

His coward-lips-did from their colour fi 
And that ſame eye, whoſe Bend doth awe the World, | 
Did loſe its luſtre 3 I did chearihim-groan:- 
Ay, and that tongue of his, chat bad the Romans. 1 4 
Mark him, and write his ſpeeches i in their bass, 
Alas ! it cry'd Ge me ſame drink; Titania 
As a ſick girl. Ve Gods, it doth pong 251 20" 
A man of ſuch a feeble; temper: fhould 167 N 
So get the ſtart of the majeſtick World, . | 


And bear the palm alone, - + 4 1665 Euris. 


a. Another general Gout ! . 
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I do believe, that theſe applauſes are 

For ſome new honours that are heap'd on Cæſar. 
Caſ. Why, man, he doth beſtride the narrow world 

Like a Colofus 3 and we petty men 13 

Walk under his huge legs, and peep about 

To find ourſelves diſhonourable graves. | 

Men at ſome times are maſters of their fates : 

The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our ſtars, 

But in ourſelves, . that we are underlings. 

Brutus and Ceſar | what ſhould be in that Cæſar ? 

Why thould that name be ſounded, more than yours? 

Write them together; yours is as fair a name: 

Sound them; it doth become the mouth as well: 

Weigh them; it is as heavy: conjure with em; 

Brutus will ſtart a ſpirit, as ſoon as Cæſar. 

Now in the names of all the Gods at once, 

5 what meat doth this our Cæſgar feel, 

That he is grown ſo great? Age, thou art ſham'd; 

Rome, thou haſt loſt the breed of noble bloods. 

When went there by an age, ſince the great flood, 

But it was fam'd with more than with one man ? 

When could they ſay, till now, that talk'd of Rome, 

That her wide walls incompaſs'd but one man ? 

Now is it Rame, indeed; and room enough, 

When there is in it but one only man. 


Oh! you and I have heard our fathers ſay, | 


There wa a Brutus once, that would have brook'd 


Th' eternal devil to keep his ſtate in Rome, 
As eaſily as a King. 


Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous ; 
What you would work me to, I have ſome aim; 
How I have thought of this, and of theſe times, 

I ſhall recount hereafter : for this preſent, 

I would not (fo with love I might intreat you) 

Be any further mov'd. What you have ſaid, 

I will conſider; what you have to ſay, 

I will with patience hear; and find a time 

Both meet to hear, and anſwer ſuch high things. 

Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this: 

Brutus had rather be a villager, 5 : 
Than to repute himſelf a ſon of Rome, Under 
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Under ſuch hard conditions, as this time 5 Co! 
Is like to lay upon us. | An 
Caſ. I am glad that my weak words | 
Have ſtruck but thus much ſhew of fire from Brutus. 
; Enter Cæſar and his Train. 


Bru. The Games are done, and Cæſar is returning. wit 
Caſ. As they paſs by, pluck Caſca by the ſleeve, ] 
And he will, after his ſour faſhion, tell you . Ss Th 
What hath proceeded worthy note'to-day. © ; 
Bry. I will do ſo; but look you, Caſſius. — a 
The angry ſpot doth glow on Cz/ar's brow, | 
And all the reſt look like a chidden train. inge 
Calthurnia's cheek is pale; and Cicero | g thu 


Looks with ſuch ferret, and ſuch fiery.eyes, | 
As we have ſeen him in the Capitol, 
Being croſt in conf*rence by ſome Senators. 
Caf, Caſca will tell us what the matter is. 
Ce/. Antonius, | 
Ant. Ceſar ? 3 . | | 
Cæſ. Let me have men about me that are fat, ev: 
Sleek-headed men, and ſuch as ſleep a- nights: | m. 
Yond Caſſius has a lean and hungry look, x 
He thinks too much ; ſuch men are dangerous. 
Ant. Fear him not, Cæſar, he's not dangerous; 
He is a noble Roman, and well given. A . 
Ce/. Would he were fatter ; but I fear him not: it 


Vet if my name were liable to fear, | 14 
J do not know the man I ſhould avoid, a th 
So ſoon as that ſpare Caſius. He reads much; he 
He is a great obſerver; and he looks We. 
Quite through the deeds of men. He loves no Plays, | ga 
As thou doſt, Antony; he hears no muſick : | . 
Seldom he ſmiles; and ſmiles in ſuch a ſort, | | fe 
As if he mock'd himſelf, and ſcorn'd his ſpirit, ﬀ 
That could be mov'd to ſmile at any thing. th 
Such men as he be never at heart's eaſe, | ar 
Whilſt they behold a greater than themſelves; te 
And therefore are they very dangerous. | fo 
I rather tell thee what is to be fear'd, | P: 
Than what 1 fear; for always I am Cæſar. . 


Come 
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Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf, 
And tell me truly, what thou think'ſt of him. 
 [Exeunt Cæſar and his Train, © 
Manent Brutus and Caſſius : Caſca to them, 
Caſca. You pull'd me by the cloak ; would you ſpeak 
with me? 1 0 8 et 
Bru. Ay, Caſca, tell us what hath chanc'd to-day, 
That Cz/ar looks ſo fad. 
Caſca. Why, you were with him, were you not? 
Bra. I ſhould not then aſk Caſca what had chanc'd. 
Caſca. Why, there was a Crown offer'd him; and be- 
ing offer'd him, he put it by with the back of his hand 
thus, and then the people fell a ſhouting. 1 
Bru. What was the ſecond noiſe for ? | 
Caſca. Why, for that too. 
Caf. They ſhouted thrice: what was the laſt cry for? 
Caſca. Why, for that too. 
Bru, Was the Crown offer'd him thrice ? 855 
Caſca. Ay, marry, was't, and he put it by thrice, 
every time gentler than other; and at every putting by, 
mine honeſt neighbours ſhouted. 
Caf. Who offer'd him the Crown? 
Caſca. Why, Antony. | 
Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Ca/ſea. 
Caſca. I can as well be hang'd, as tell the manner of 
it: It was mere foolery, I did not mark it. I ſaw Mark 
Antony offer him a Crown ; yet 'twas not a Crown nei- 
ther, twas one of theſe Coronets ; and, as I told you, 
he put it by once ; but for all that, to my thinking, he 
would fain have had it. Then he offer'd it to him a- 
gain: then he put it by again; but to my thinking, he 
was very loth to lay his fingers off it. And then he of- 
fer'd it the third time; he put it the third time by; and 
fill as he refus'd it, the rabblement houted, and clapp'd 
their chopt hands, and threw up their ſweaty night- caps, 
and utter d ſuch a deal of ſtinking breath, becauſe Cz/ar 
refus'd the Crown, that it had almoſt choaked Cæſar; 
for he ſwooned, and fell down at it: And for mine own 
part, I durſt not laugh, for fear of opening my lips, and 
receiving the bad air. | | 5 
: | Caſe 


ne 
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Ca/. But, ſoft, I pray you, what, did Cæſar ſwoon ? 
Caſca. He fell down in the market. place, and foam'd 
at mouth, and.was ſpeechleſs. 
Bru. Tis very like; he hath the falling-ſickneſs. 
Caſ. No, C ſar hath it not; but you and. I, 
And honeſt Caſca, we have the falling ſickneſs, 


Caſea. I know not what you mean by that; but I am 
ſure, Cz/ar fell down: If the tag-rag people did not clap 
him, and hiſs him, according as he pleas'd and diſpleas'd 


them, as they uſed to do the Players in the J heatre, I 
am no true man. 0 


Bru. What ſaid he, when he came unto himſelf? 


Caſca. Marry, before he fell down, when he per- 


ceiv'd the common herd was glad he refus'd the Crown, 
he pluckt me ope his doublet, and offer'd them his throat 
to cut: An' I had been a man of any occupation, if I 
would not have taken him at a word, I would I might 
go to hell among the rogues ; and ſo he fell. When he 
came to himſelf again, he ſaid, If he had done, or ſaid 
any thing amiſs, he deſired their Worſhips to think it 
«© was his infirmity.” Three or four wenches, where I 
ſtood, cry'd, Alas, good ſoul ! — and forgave him 
with all their hearts : but there's no heed to be taken of 
them; if Cæſar had ſtabb'd their mothers, they would 
have done no leſs. 8 058 5 
| Bru. And after that, he came, thus fad, away ? 
Caſca. Ay. 9 4 4 
Ca ſ. Did Cicero ſay any thing ? 
Caſca. Ay, he ſpoke Greek. 
Caſ. To what effect? | 
Caſca. Nay, an' I tell you that, I'II ne'er look you 
7th face again. But thoſe, that underſtood him, ſmil'd 
at one another, and ſhook their heads; but for mine own 
part, it was Greek to me. I could tell you more news 
too: Marullus and Flavius, far pulling ſcarfs off Cæſar's 
Images, are put to ſilence. Fare you well. There was 
more foolery yet, if I could remember it. 
Caſ. Will you ſup with me to-night, Caſca? 
Caſca. No, I am promis d forth. 
Caf. Will you dine with me to-morrow ? 


* 


Caſca. 
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Caſca. Ay, if I be alive, and ' your: mind A and 
your dinner be worth the eating. 

Caſ Good, I will expect ou. 

Caſca. Do fo: farewel Bott. [Exit 

Bru. What a blunt fellow is this grown t to be! 

He was quick metal, when he went to ſchool. 

Caſ. So is he now, in execution 
Of any bold or noble enterprize, 1} 

However e puts on this tardy form: S 
This tudenets is 4.ſauce-to his. good — ] 
Which gives men ſtomach to gen, his words 
With better appetite. 

Bra. And ſo it is : for this tons I will leave you. 
To-morrow, if you pleaſe to ſpeak with me, 

I will come home to you; or if you will, 
Come home to me, and I will wait for you. 

Caf. I will do ſo; till then, think of the world. 
[Exit Brutus, 
Well, Brutus, thou art noble; yet I fee, - 
Thy honourable metal may be wrought | 
From what it is diſpos'd ; therefore tis meet, 

That noble minds keep ever with their likes: 

For who ſo firm, that cannot be ſeduc'd ? 

Cæ ſar doth bear me hard; but he loves Brutus. 

If 1 were Blutus now, and he were Caſſius, 

He ſhould not humour me. —— will this night, 

In ſeveral hands, in at his windows throw, 

As if they came from ſeveral citizens, 

Writings, all tending to the great opinion 

That Rome holds of his name: wherein obſcurely 

Cæſar's ambition thall-be glanced-at. | 

And, after this, let Cæſgar ſeat him ſure; 

For we will hake him, or worſe days endure. ¶ Exit. 

Wunder and lightning. Enter Caſca, his feord' drawn, 

and Cicero meeting him. 

Dic. Hood even, Caſca; 3 braught you Cæſar hawns? 
Why are you breathleſs, and why ſtare you ſo ? 

Caſca. Are not you moy'd, when all the ſway 1 CY 
Shakes like a thing unfirm? O Ciceros . 

I! Nec. ſeen tempeſts, when. the ſcolding Winds 3 
* ave 
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Have riv'd the knotty oaks; and I have ſeen 
Th' ambitious ocean ſwell, and rage, and foam, 
Jo be exalted with the threatning clouds: 

But never till to-night, never till now, 

Did I go through a tempeſt dropping fire. 

Either there is a. civil ſtrife in heav'n; 


Or elſe the world, too ſaucy with the Gods, 


Incenſes them to ſend deſtruftion, 
Cic. Why, ſaw you any thing more wonderful ? 
Ca/ca. A common ſlave, you know him well by fight, 
Held up his left hand, which did flame and burn, 
Like twenty torches join'd ; and yet his hand, 
Not ſenſible of fire, remain'd unſcorch'd. 


| Beſides, (I ha' not ſince put up my ſword) 


Againſt the Capitol I met a lion, 

Who glar'd upon me, and went ſurly by, 

Without annoying me. And there were drawn 
Upon a heap a hundred ghaſtly women, 
Transformed with their fear; who ſwore, they ſaw 
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the ftreets. 
And yeſterday, the bird of night did fit, 

Ev'n at noon-day, upon the market-place, 


_ Houting and ſhrieking. When theſe prodigies 


Do ſo conjointly meet, let not men ſay, 
*© Theſe are their reaſons, they are natural.“ 
For, I believe, they are portentous things 
Unto the climate, that they point upon. 
Cic. Indeed, it is a-ſtrange-diſpoſed time: 
But men may conſtrue things after their faſhion, 
Clean from the purpoſe of the things themſelves. 
Comes Cæſar to the Capitol to-morrow ? 
Caſca. He doth : for he did bid Antonius 
Send word to you, he would be there to-morrow. : 
Cic. Good night then, Ca/ea; this diſturbed sk 
Is not to walk i. nh 
Caſca. Farewel, Cicero. 
11+ 2:1 Enter Caſſius. 
"Caf. Who's there? a 
Caſca. A Roman. „ 20044 


[Exit Cicero. 


Cafta 


— 
1 
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Caſca. Your ear is good, Caffius, what night 1s this? 
Caſ. A very pleaſing night to honeſt men. 
Caſca. Who ever knew the heavens menace ſo ? 
Caſ. Thoſe, that have known the earth ſo full of faults, 
For my part, I have walk'd about the ſtreets, 
Submitting me unto the perilous night ; 


And thus unbraced, Caſca, as you fee, 


Have bar'd my boſom to the thunder-ſtone : 

And when the croſs blue lightning ſeem'd to open 

The breaſt of heaven, I did preſent myſelf 

Ev'n in the aim and very flaſh of it. | 
Caſca. But wherefore did you ſo much tempt the 

heav'ns? | 

It is the part of men to fear and tremble, 

When the moſt mighty Gods, by tokens, ſend 

Such dreadful heralds to aſtoniſh us. s 
Caf. You are dull, Caſca; and thoſe ſparks of life, 

That ſhould be in a Roman, you do want, 

Or elſe you uſe not; you look pale, and gaze, 

And put on fear, and caſt yourſelf in wonder, 

To ſee the ſtrange impatience of the heav'ns: 

But if you would conſider the true cauſe, 

Why all theſe fires, why all theſe gliding ghoſts, 

Why birds and beaſts, from quality and kind, 

Why old men, fools, and children calculate ; 

Why all theſe things change, from their ordinance, 

Their natures and preformed faculties - ; 

To monſtrous quality; why, you ſhall find, 

That heaven has infus'd them with theſe ſpirits, 

To make them inſtraments of fear and warning 

Unto ſome monſtrous ſtate. | 

Now could I, Caſca, name to thee a man 

Moſt like this dreadful night; | 

That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars 

As doth the lion in the Capitol ; 

A man no mightier than thyſelf or me, 


In perſonal action; yet prodigious grown, 


And fearful, as theſe ſtrange eruptions are. | 
Caſca. Tis Cæſar that you mean; is it not, Caſius ? 
Ca/. Let it be who it is; for Romans now om | 

| | 1 


7 
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ever * power to diwi itſelf. 

f I know this ; know all the world beſides, 
That part of tyranny, that I do bear, 
I can ſhake at FG 

Caſca. So can I 
So every bondman i in 40 012 
The power to cancel 

Caſ. And why Shopld 4 7 7 5 a tyrant Givi ? 
1 map uld not be a wol 


S439 %* 


Thoſe that with haſte will make a 922 fire, 
Begin it with weak ftraws. What traſh is Rome 
What rubbiſh, and what offal! when it ſerves 
For the baſe matter to illuminate 

So vile a thing as Cæſar] But, oh grief! | 
Where haſt — led me? I, perhaps, ſpeak this 
Before a willing bondman ; then I know, 

My anſwer muſt be made. But I am arm'd, 

And dangers are to me indifferent. 

Caſca. You ſpeak to Caſca, and to ſuch a man, 
That is no flearipg tell-tale. Hold my hand: 
Be factious far redreſs of all theſe 8 | 
And I will {et this 75 of mine as far, 1 
As Who goes farthe Ca /. 


- 


11s Cas AR 27 


Caf. There's a bargain made. 

Now know you, Caſca. I haye moved 1 
ome certain of the nohleſt- Romans, _ 
o undergo, with- me, an enterprize 
Of hanourable dang'rous conſequence 3; 

And I do know, by this they tay for me 
n Pom * s Porch. For now-this fearful night, 
here Is no ſtir, or walking in the ſtreets ;. 

And the complexion of the Element 

Is fev'rous, like the work we have in hand; 

1 oft ay, fiery, and moſt terrible. | 

: Enter Cinna. | 

Caſe. Stand cloſe a while, for here comes one in haſte, 

3 Ca}. Tis Cinna, I do know him by his gate; 

Nie is a friend. Cinna, where haſte you ſo? 

Cin. To find out you: who's that, Metellus Cimber P 

Caſ. No, it is Ca/ca, ane incorporate | 
o our attempts. Am I not ſtaid for, Cinna ? 

Cin. I'm glad on't, What a fearful night is this! 

JT here's two or three of us have feen ſtrange ſights. 

Caſ. Am I not ſtaid for ? tell me. 

Cin. Yes, you are. 

O Caſtus / could you win the avble Brutus 

To our party —— 

. Ca. Be you content. Good Cixna, take this paper: 

And look you lay it in the Prætor's chair, 

Where Brutus may but find it; and throw this 

In at his window; ſet this up with wax __ 

Upon old Brutus Statue: all this done, 


Repair to Pompey's Porch, where you ſhall find a us. 


4. 


Is Decius Brutus, and 7 rb there? 
Cin. All but Mezellus Cimber, and he's gone 

o ſeek you at your houſe. Well, I will hie, 
ind ſo beftow-theſe papers, as you bad me. 
Caf. That done, kefair to Pompey” s Theatre. 

| [Exit Cinna. 

ome, Cabs you and J will, yet ere day, 
See Brutus at his houſe ; three parts of him 
Is ours already, and the man entire 


of pp the .next encounter yields him ours. S 4 
Caſca. 


— 
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Caſca. O, he ſits high in all the people's hearts: 
And that which would appear offence in us, 
His countenance, like richeſt alchymy, . 
Will change to virtue, and to worthineſs. 
Caſ. Him, and his worth, and our great need of Kim, ; 
You have right well conceited : let us go, oY 


For it is after midnight; and, ere * | | 
We will awake him, and be fare of Lo 


ER p l ) 


A 605 . 
S CE N E, Brutugs Garden. 


Enter Brutus. 


Pra. HAT, Lucius! ho! ——— 

I cannot by the progreſs of the ſtars 

Give gueſs how near to day Lucius, I ſay | 

J would it were my fault to ſleep ſo ſoundly. 

When, Lucius, when? awake, I fay ! what, Lucius ! 

Enter Lucius. 
Luc. Calld you, my lord ? - 
Bru. Get me a taper in my Study, Lucius: 

When it is lighted, come and call me here, | 
Lac. I will, my lord. | Cali. 3 
Bru. It muſt by by his death : N for my or | 

I know no perſonal cauſe to ſpurn at him 


How that might change his nature, there's the queſtion. 
It is the bright day, that brings forth the adder; 
And that craves wary walking : crown 8 
And then I grant we put a ſting in him, - + 

That at his will he may do danger with. 

Th' abuſe of Greatneſs is, when it disjoins 


Were from Power: and, to ſ] _ truth of 8 
ve 
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] have not known when his affections ſway*d 
More than his reaſon. But *tis a common proof, 
That lowlineſs is young ambition's ladder, 
Whereto the climber upward turns his face ; 

But when he once attains the upmoſt round, 


Fe then unto the ladder turns his back, 

Looks in the clouds, ſcorning the baſe degrees 
By which he did aſcend : ſo Cæſar may: | 

* Then, leſt he may, prevent. And ſince the quarrel 


Will bear no colour, for the thing he is, 
Faſhion it thus ; that what he is, augmented, 


Would run to theſe, and theſe extremities : 

And therefore think him as a ſerpent's egg, 

Which, hatch'd, would, as his kind, grow miſchievous 
And kill him in the ſhell. | 


Enter Lucius, 
Luc. The taper burneth in your cloſet, Sir: 
Searching the window for a flint, I found 


This paper, thus ſeal'd up; and I am ſure, 


us } 


5 
have 


It did not lie there when I went to bed. _ 
V [Gives him the litter. 
Bru. Get you to bed again, it is not day: 


Is not to-morrow, boy, the Ides of March ? 


Luc. I know not, Sir. 

Bru. Look in the kalendar, and bring me word. 
Luc. I will, Sir. 7 [Exit, 
Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air, 


Give ſo much light, that I may read by them. 


[Opens the letter, and reads, 


Brutus, thou flees? ; awake, and ſee thyſelf: 
ball Rome un 4" oh 


ſpeak, flrike, redreſs. 
Brutus, thou Aleep ft; awake. x | | 


Such inſtigations have been often dropt, 


Where I have took them u ß 

Shall Rome thus muſt I piece it out; 

«© Shall Rome ſtand under one man's awe ? what! Rome # 

% My anceſtors did from the ſtreets of Rome 

The Targuin drive, when he was call'd a King. 

Speak, flirike; redreſt—— Am I intreated then 

To ſpeak, and firike ? O Rome! I make thee promile, | 
If 


j 
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If the redreſs will follow, thou receiv'ſt : B 
Thy full petition at the hand of Bruras / | 2 
Enter Lucius. | C C 

Luc. Sir, March is waſted fourteen days. But | 


| [knocks eoicbis. Ly ou 
Bru. "Tis good. Go to the gate ; ſomebody knocks, ¶ Whi 
[Ex Lucius, 3 This 


Since Casi us firſt did whet me againſt wy B. 
I have not flept.——— | 75 
Between the acting of a dreadful thing, | L 0 
And the firſt motion, all the interim is 1 10. 
Like a phantaſma, or © hideoub dream: And 
The Genius, and the mortal inſtruments. . | , 
Are then in council; and the ſtate of man, EWha 
Like to a little Kingdom, ſuffers then __ jy 
The nature of an inſurrection. 160. 
| Enter Lucius. | D p 

Luc. Sir, tis your brother Caffns at _ _ Ca 


Who doth defire to ſee you. 
Bru. Is he alone? 

« Lac. No; Sir, there are more with him. 
Bru. Do you know them? _ | f . 
Luc. No, Sir, their hats are pluckt about their ears, Whie 


And half their faces buried in their cloaks ; _ 
That by no means I may diſcover them : — 
By any mark or favour. "30: He f 
Bru. Let them enter. Al [Bait Lucius Brand 
They are the faction. 0 Genen B, 
Sham' ſt thou to ſhew thy dang' rous 28. by night, ; Ca 
When evils are moſt free? O then, by day | * 
Where wilt thou find a cavern dark enough, Irrhe! 
To maſk thy monſtrous viſage ? ſeek none, Conſpiracy ; 1 If the 
Hide it in Smiles and Affability ; . And. 


For if thou path, thy native ſemblance on, 
Not Erebus itſelf were dim enough | 
To hide thee from prevention. 
Enter Caſſius, Caſca, Decius, Cinna, Metellus, 
2 Frebonius.; 
Caf. I think, we are too bold upon your reſt; 
Good morrow, Dratds, do we trouble you? 


15 


l Bru. 


it bin. 
ocks. 
ucius. 


ears, Which is a great way growing on the South, 
Weighing 4 — eaſon 96 the year. ; 
Some two months hence, up higher toward the North 
He firſt preſents his fire; and the high Eaft e 
stands as the Capitol, directly here. 


ucius. 


Bru. | 
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Bru. I have Been up this hour, awake all night. 
Know I theſe men, that come along with you'* Aft. 
Caſ. Yes, every man of them; and no man here, 
But honours you: and every one doth wiſh, 


Lou had but that opinion of yourſelf, 
Which every noble Roman bears of you. 
This is Trebonrus. 


Bru. He is welcome hither. 
Caſ. This, Decius Brutus. 

Bru. He is welcome too. | 

Caſ. Fhis, Caſca; this, Cinna; 


And this, Merellus Cimbex. 


Bru. They are all welcome. 


What watchful cares do interpoſe themſelves 
Betwixt your eyes and night? 


Caf. Shall I intreat a word? [They whiſper. 
Dec. Here lies the Eaſt : doth not the day break here? 
Caſca. No. | | 
Cin. O pardon, Sir, it doch; and yon grey lines, 
That fret * clouds, are meſſengers of day. - | 
Caſca. You (hill confeſs, tliat you are both deceiv'd ; 
Here, as I point my ſword, the Sun arifes, + 


” 


Bru. Give me your hands all over, one by one, 
Caſ. And let us ſwear our reſolution. | 
Bru. No, not an oath : if that the face of men, 


The ſufferance of our ſouls, the time's abuſe, — 


If theſe be niotives weak, break off betimes ; 


And ev'ry man hence to his idle bed: 
3 So let high - ſighted tyranny range on, 


Till each man drop by lottery. But if theſe, 


As I ani ſure they do, bear fire enough 


To kindle cowards, and: to ſteel with valour 

The melting ſpirits of women, then, countrymen, 
What need we any ſpur, but our own cauſe, 
Fo prick us to redreſs ? what other bond. 5 


Will purchaſe us a good opinion, 


7 
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Than ſecret Romans, that have ſpoke the word, 
And will not palter? and what other oath, 
Than honeſty to honeſty engag d, 
That this ſnall be, or we will fall for it? 
Swear prieſts, and cowards, and men cautelous, 
Old feeble carrions, and ſuch ſuffering ſouls 
That welcome wrongs : unto bad cauſes, ſwear 
Such creatures as men doubt ; but do not ſtain * 
The even virtue of our enterprize, | 
Nor th' inſuppreſſi ve metal of our ſpirits ; 
To think, that or our cauſe, or our performance, 
Did need an oath. When ev'ry drop of blood, 
That ev'ry Roman bears, and nobly bears, 
Is guilty of a ſeveral baſtardy, 
If he doth break the ſmalleſt particle 
Of any promiſe that hath paſt from him. 
Caſ. But what of Cicero? ſhall we ſound him? 
I think, he will ſtand very ſtrong with us. 
Caſca. Let us not leave bim out. 


Cin. No, by no means. 
Met. O let us have him, for his filver hairs 


And buy mens voices to commend our deeds : 
It ſhall be ſaid, his judgment rul'd our hands; 
Our youths and wildneſs ſhall no whit appear, 
But all be buried in his gravity. 


Bru. O, name him not : let us not break with him ; | 


For he will never follow any thing, 
That other men begin. 
_ Caf. Then leave him out. 

Caſca. Indeed, he is not fit. 


Dec. Shall no man elſe be touck'd, but only Cæſar ? 


Caſ. Decius, well urg'd : I think, it is not meet, 
Mark Antony, ſo well beloy'd of Cæſar, | | 
Should out-live Cz/ar : we ſhall find of him 

A ſhrewd contriver. And you know, his means, 
If he improve them, may well ſtretch ſo far, 

As to annoy us all; which to prevent, 

Let Antony and Cz/ar fall together. 


Bru. Our courſe will ſeem too bloody, Caine Cafes: 2 
# oy” ol 
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To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs ; 
Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards : 
For Antony is but a limb of Cæſar. 
Let us be facrificers, but not butchers, Caius : 
We all ſtand up againſt the ſpirit of Cz/ar. 
And in the ſ-1rit of man there is no blood: 
O. that we then could come by Cæſar's ſpirit, 
And not diſmember Ceſar ! but alas! 
Cz/ar muſt bleed for it——And, gentle friends, 
Let's kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ; 
Let's carve him as a diſh fit for the Gods, 
Not hew him as a carkaſs fit for hounds. 
And let our hearts, as ſubtle maſters do, 
A Stir up their ſervants to an act of rage, 
And after ſeem to chide them. This ſhall make 
Our E neceſſary, and not envious: 
3 Which ſo appearing to the common eyes, 
We ſhall be call'd Purgers, not Murderers. 
And for Mark Antony, think not of him; 
For he can do no more than Cæſar's arm, 
When Cz/ar's head is off. | 
; Caf. Yet I do fear him; 
For in th' ingrafted love he bears to Cæſar 
Bru. Alas, good Caffus, do not think of him: 
If he love Cæſar, all that he can do | 
Is to himſelf, take thought, and die for Cz/ar : 
him; And that were much, he ſhould ; for he is giv'n 
| To ſports, to wildneſs, and much company. | 
Treb. There is no fear in him; let him not die; 
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. 
| 13 [Clecł Ari tes: 


far » * Bru. Peace, count the clock. 
8 Caſ. The clock hath ftricken three. 

Treb. Tis time to part. 6 
Caſ. But it is doubtful yet, 

If Cz/ar will come forth to day, or no: 
For he is ſuperſtitious grown of late, 
(Quite from the main opinion he held once 
Of fantaſie, of dreams, and ceremonies:) 
It may be, theſe apparent prodigies, 


The 


mi 
: 
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The unaceuſtom'd terror of this night, 
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And the perſuaſion of his augurers, 
May hold him from the Capitol to-day. 
Dec. Never fear that; if he be fo reſolv' d, 
F can o'er-ſway him; for he loves to hear, 
That unicorns may be betray'd with trees, 
And bears with glaſſes, elephants with holes, 
Lions with toils, and men with flatterers. 
But when I tell him, he hates flatterers, | 
He ſays, he does; being then moſt flattered. 
Leave me to work : 
For I can give his humour the true bent; 
And I will bring him to the Capitol. | 
Caſ. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him. 
Bru. By the eighth hour, is that the uttermoſt ? 
Cin. Be that the uttermoſt, and fail not then. 
Met. Caius Ligarius doth bear Cæſar hard, 
Who rated him for ſpeaking well of Pompey ; 
I wonder, none of you have thought of him. 
Bru. Now, good Mete/tus, go along to him: 
He loves me well: and I have given him reaſons ; 
Send him but hither, and I'll faſhion him. a 
Caſ. The morning comes upon's; we'll leave you, 
Brutus; | f 
And, friends, diſperſe yourſelves; hut all remember 
What you have ſaid, and ſhew yourſelves true Romans. 
Bru. Good Gentlemen, look freſh- and. merrily ; 
Let not our looks. put on our purpoſes; 
But bear it, as our Roman actors do, | 
With untir'd ſpirits, and formal conſtancy : 
And ſo, good morrow to you every one. [Exeupt. 
53 Manet Brutus. 
Boy! Lucius! faſt aſleep? it is no matter, | 
Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of Slumber : 
Thou haſt no figures nor no fantaſies, ” 
Which buſy care draws in the brains of men; 
Therefore thou ſleep'ſt fo found. | 
Enter Porcia. 


Por. Brutus, my lord ! | 
Bru. Porcia, what mean you ? whereſore riſe you now 


It 
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It is not for your heaith thus to commit 
Vour weak condition to the raw cold 3 IT 
Por. Nor for yours neither. Vou' ve ungently, Brutus, 
Stole from my bed : and yeſternight at ſupper. 
You ſudderily aroſe and walk'd about, 
Muſing and-ſighing, with your arms a- croſs: 
And, when I, ask'd you what the matter was, 
You ſtar'd upon me with ungentle looks, 
I urg'd you further; then you: ſcratch'd: your head, 
And too impatiently ſtamp d with your foot: 
Yet I inſiſted, yet you anſwer'd not; 
But with an angry waſture of yaur hand. 
| Gave ſign for me to leave you; ſo:I did, 
m. A} Fearing to ſtrengthen that impatience; 
; Which ſeem'd too much inkindled; and, withal, 
Hoping it was but an effect of humour; 
Which ſometime hath his hour with every man. 
It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor ſleep; 
And could it work ſo much upon your ſhape, 
As it hath much prevail'd on your condition, 
I ſhould not know you, Brutus. Dear my lord, 
Make me acquainted with your cauſe of grief. 
you, I Bru. I am not well in health, and that is all. 
Por. Brutus is wiſe, and were he not in health, 
er He would embrace the means to come by it. 
EY Bru. Why, ſo I do: good Porcia, go to bed. 
| Por. Is Brutus fick,? and is it phyſical 
To walk unbraced, and fuck up the humours 
Of the dank morning? what, is Brutus ſick ? 
And will he ſteal out ef his wholſome bed, \ 
 xeunt. To dare the vile contagion. of the night? | 
| And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air, 
To add unto his ſickneſs? no, my Brutus, 
$ You have ſome ſick offence within youy mind, 
Which, by the Right and Virtue of my place, 
I ought to know of: and, upon my knees, 
I'charm you, by my once-commended' beauty, 
By all your yows of love, and that great vow 
Which did incorporate and make us one, 
du now That you unfold to me, 1 8 your half, 
1 ; 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
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Why you are heavy: and what men to night 1 
Have had reſort to you: for here have been Boy 
Some fix or ſeven, who did hide their faces ; C 
Even from darkneſs. B 

Bru. Kneel not, gentle . To 
Por. I ſhould not need, if you were gentle Brutus : C 
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, = 


Is it excepted, I ſhould know no ſecrets 
That appertain to you? am I your ſelf, 
But, as it were, in ſort or limitation ? C 


To keep with you at meals, conſort your bed, | I he 
And talk to you ſometimes ? dwell I but in the ſuburbs Bia! 
Of your good pleaſure ? if it be no more, Tho 
Porcia is Brutus harlot, not his Wife. My 
Bru. You are my true and honourable Wife; And 
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops | Yea, 
That viſit my fad heart. | B. 
Por. If this were true, then ſhould I know this ſecret. 2 
J grant, Lam a Woman; but withal, B. 
A Woman that lord Brutus took to Wife: | I ſha 
I grant, I am a Woman; but withal, To 1 
A Woman well reputed ; Cato's daughter. C. 
Think you, I am no ſtronger than my ſex, | And 
Being ſo father'd, and ſo huſbanded ? | : To c 
'Tell me your counſels, J will not diſcloſe them: That 
T have made ſtrong proof of my conſtancy, B. 
Giving myſelf a voluntary wound, AS, 
Here, in the thigh: can I bear that with patience, 8 
And not my huſband's ſecret?? 4 
Bru. O ye Gods! | : 
Render me worthy of this noble Wife. 54 [ Knock. | — 
l el 


Hark, hark, one knocks: Porcia, go in a While; 

And, by and by, thy boſom ſhall partake 

The ſecrets of my heart. | 

All my engagements I will confirue to o thee, 98 

All the charactery of my lad brows. 796 8 

Leave me with haſte. £230 [Bui Poren. | 
Enter . — md Ligarius. | 

Lucius, Who's there that knocks ?- F 


Luc. Here is a fick . _ would "TY with you 
r u 


ret. 
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Bru. Caius Ligarius, that Metellus ſpake of. 
Boy, ſtand aſide. Caius Ligarius ! how? 
Cai. Vouchſafe good morrow from a feeble tongue. 
Bru. O, what a time have you choſe out, brave Caius, 
To wear a kerchief ? would you were not fick! 
Cai. I am not fick, if Brutus have in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of honour. 
Bru. Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius, 
Had you an healthful ear to hear of it. 
Cai. By all the Gods the Romans bow before, 
J here diſcard my fickneſs. Soul of Rome ! 5 
Brave ſon, deriv'd from honourable loins ! 
Thou, like an Exorciſt, haſt conjur'd up 
My mortified ſpirit. Now bid me run, 
And I will ftrive with things impoſlible ; _ 
Yea, get the better of them. What's to do? 
Bru. A piece of work, that will make fick men whole: 
Car. But are not ſome whole, that we muſt make ſick ? 
Bru. That muſt we alſo. What it is, my Caius, 
I ſhall unfold to thee, as we are going, 
To whom it muſt be done. 
Cai. Set on your foot, 7. 
And with a heart new-fir'd I follow you, 
To do I know not what: But it ſufficeth 
That Brutus leads me on. | 
Bra. Follow me then. [Exeunt, 


SCENE changes to Czfar's Palace. 
* . Thunder 9 7 Lightning. Enter Julius Cæſar. 


Ce/. Nor heav'n, nor earth, have been at peace to- 
night; f 


* 


« 


| Thrice hath Calpburnia in her ſleep cry'd out, 


„ Help, ho; they murder Ce/ar.” Who's within? 

Fuer a Servant. 

Ser. My lord? 110 

Cæſ. Go bid the prieſts do preſent ſacrifice, 
And bring me their opinions of ſucceſs. 

Ser. I will, my lord. „ [Exit. 
8 | B 3 Enter 
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Why you are heavy : and what men to night 
Have had reſort to you: for here have been 
Some fix or ſeven, who did hide their faces; 
Even from darkneſs. 
Bru. Kneel not, gentle Porcia. 
Por. I ſhould not need, if you were gentle Brutus : 
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, 
Is it excepted, I ſhould know ng ſecrets 
That appertain to you? am I your ſelf, 
But, as it were, in ſort or limitation ? 
To keep with you at meals, conſort your bed, 
And talk to you ſometimes ? dwell I but in che ſuburbs 
Of your good pleaſure ? if it be no more, 
Porcia is Brutus harlot, not his Wife. | 
Bru. You are my true and honourable Wife; 
As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops 
That viſit my ſad heart. 
Por. If this were true, then ſhould I know this ſecret. 
J grant, I am a Woman; but withal, 
A Woman that lord Brutus took to Wiſe: 
I grant, JI am a Woman; but withal, 
A Woman well reputed ; Cato's daughter. 
Think you, I am no ſtronger than my ſex, 
Being ſo father'd, and ſo huſbanded ? 
'Tell me your counſels, I will not diſcloſe them: 
J have made ftrong proof of my. ys 
Giving myſelf a voluntary wound, 
Here, in the thigh : can I bear that with patience, | 
And not my huſband's. ſecrets? | | 
Bru, O ye Gods! f 
Render me worthy of this noble Wife. _ [ Knack. 
Hark, hark, one knocks : Porcia, go in a while; 
And, 'by and by, thy boſom ſhall pay 
The ſecrets of my heart. 55 
All my engagements I will conſtrue to o thee, & + 
All the charactery of my" fad brows. & 
Leave me, with haſte. + 


127 
F 


Enter Lucius phy Ligarius. | a 
Lucius, Who' s there that knocks ? 
Luc. Here is a fick . _—_ would ſpeak 58 you. 


Br u. 


Lr Porci 


ret. 


wb, 
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Bru. Caius Ligarius, that Metellus ſpake of. 

Boy, ſtand aſide. Caius Ligarius ! how? 
Cai. Vouchſafe good morrow from a feeble tongue. 
Bru. O, what a time have you choſe out, brave Caius, 


To wear a kerchief ? would you were not ſick ! 
Cai. I am not ſick, if Brutus have in hand 


© Any exploit worthy the name of honour. 


Bru. Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius, 

Had you an healthful ear to hear of it. 
Cai. By all the Gods the Romans bow before, 

J here diſcard my ſickneſs. Soul of Rome ! 

Brave ſon, deriv'd from honourable loins ! 

Thou, like an Exorciſt, haſt conjur'd up 

My mortified ſpirit. Now bid me run, 

And I will ſtrive with things impoſſible ; _ 

Yea, get the better of them. What's to do? 
Bru. A piece of work, that will make ſick men whole: 
Cai. But are not ſome whole, that we muſt make ſick ? 
Br. That muſt we alſo, What it is, my Caius, 

I ſhall unfold to thee, as we are going, 

To whom it muſt be done. 
Cai. Set on your foot, Fi 

And with a heart new-fir'd I follow you, 

To do I know not what: But it ſufficeth 

That Brutus leads me on. 
Bra. Follow me then. [ZE xeunt, 


scE NE changes to Czfar's Palace. 


a Vander and Lightning. E nter Julius Cæſar. | 
Ce/. Nor heav'n, nor earth, have been at peace to- 
night ; 7 # 


4 


Thrice hath Ca/phurnia in her ſleep cry'd out, 


« Help, ho; they murder Cæſar. Who's within? 
aut. + 1:2 ae Servant. | 
Ser. My lord? 5 435 21 

Cæſ. Go bid the prieſts do preſent ſacrifice, 

And bring me their opinions of ſucceſs. 
Ser. I will, my lord. | [Exit. 

Soles | Enter 


They coukl not find a heart within the beaſt 
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| Enter Calphurnia. 

Cal. Nau mean you, Cæ ar? think you to walk 

? 
You ſhall not ſtir gut of your houſe to-day. 

Cef. Ce/ar thall forth; the things that threaten'd me | 
Ne'er lool d but on my back: When they ſhall fee | 
The face of Czfer, they are vaniſhed. 

Cal. Cæſar, I never ſtood on ceremonies, 

Yet now they fright me: There is ene within, 
(Beſides the things that we have heard and ſeen) 


Recounts moſt horrid ſights ſeen by the Watch. 


A lioneſs hath whelped in the ſtreets, 

And graves have yawn'd, and yielded up their dead ; 

Fierce fiery warriors fight 1 the clouds, 

In ranks and ſquadrons, and right — of war, 

Which drizzled blood n the Cap 

The noiſe of battle hurt dul in the ah the * 

Horſes did neigh, and dying men did groan; 

And ghoſts did ſhriek, and ſqueal about the — 

O Cæſar ! theſe hings axe beyond all ue. LES 

And I do fear them. «40 

Cæſ. What can be avoided, 

W hole end is purpos'd by the mighty Gods ? ? 

Yet Cz/ar ſhall go forth: For theſe predictions 

Are to the world in general, as to Cefar. 

Cal. When beggars die, there ave mo comets ſeen 

The heav'ns themſelves blaze forth the death of Princes. 
: Cowards die many times before their deaths 

The valiant never taſte of death but once: 

Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, 

It ſeems to me moſt ftrah — — fear: 

Seeing that death, a ne 

Will come, when it will — 


| "wy a bervant. 
What fay the A | 
Ser. They would — have you to ſtir forth W 
Plucking the entrails of an Offering forth, 


[Exit Servant. 
Cf. The Gods do this in ſhame of cowandile : 
N Cab 


£/ar 
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Ce/ar ſhould be a beaſt without a heart, 
If he ſhould ſtay at home to-day for fear. 
No, Cæ ſar ſhall not; Danger knows full well, 
That Cæſar is more eg than he. 
We were two lions litter d in one day, 
And I the elder and more terrible; 
And Cz/ar ſhall go forth. 
Cal. Alas; my lord, EP 
Your wiſdom is conſum'd in confidence : 
Do not go forth to-day ; call it my fear, 
That keeps you in the houſe, and not your own, 
We'll ſend Mark Antony to the Senate-houſe, 
And he will ſay, you are not well to-day : 
Let me, upon my knee, Xo in this. 
Ce/. Mark Antony ſhall ſay, I am not well; 
And for thy humour I will ſtay at home. 
Enter Decius. : 
Here's Decius Brutus, he ſhall tell them ſo. | 
Dec. Cz/ar, all hail ! good morrow, worthy Cz/ar 3 
I ng to fa ou to the Senate-houſe, _ | 
Ce. And you are come in very happy time, 
To bear my greeting to the — nally 
And tell them that I will not come to-day : 
Cannot, is falſe ; and that I dare not, falſer : 
I will not come to-day ; tell them fo, Decius. 
Cal. Say he is ſick. | 
Ce/. Shall Cz/ar ſend a lye? N 
ave I in conqueſt ſtretch'd mine arm ſo far, 
To be afraid to tell Grey-beards the truth ? 
Decius, go tell them, Ce/ar will not come. 5 0 
Dec. Moſt mighty Cæſar, let me know ſome cauſe, 
Leſt I be laught at, when I tell them fo. _, 
Ce/. The cauſe is in my will, I will not come; 
That is enough to ſatisfy the Senate. 
But for your private ſatisfa&tion, 
Becauſe I love you, I will let you know. 
Calphurnia here, my Wife, ſtays me at home: 
She dreamt laſt night, ſhe ſaw my Statue, 
Which, like a fountain, with an hundred ſpouts, 
Did run pure blood ; and Many luſty Romans 
4 


29 


ame 
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Came ſmiling, and did bathe their hands in it. 

Theſe ſhe applies for warnings and portents, 

And evils imminent ; and on her knee 

Hath begg'd, that I will ſtay at home to-day. 
Dec. This Dream is all amiſs interpreted ; 

It was a Viſion fair and fortunate : 

Your Statue, ſpouting blood in many pipes, 


In which ſo many ſmiling Romans bath'd, 


Signifies, that from You great Rome ſhall ſuck 
Reviving blood; and that Great Men ſhall preſs 
For tinctures, ſtains, relicks, and cogniſance. 


This by Ca/phurnia's Dream is ſignify'd. 


Ce/. And this way have you well expounded it. 
Dec. I have, when you have heard what I can fay ; 
And know it now, the Senate have concluded 
To give this day a Crown to mighty Cæſar. 


If you ſhall ſend them word you will not come, 


'Their minds may change. Beſides, it were a mock 
Apt to be render'd, for ſome one to ſay, | 

% Brealk up the Senate till another time, 

«© When vt: Wife ſhall meet with better Dreams. 
If Cæſar hide himſelf, ſhall they not whiſper, 

Lo, Cæſar is afraid! | 
Pardon me, Cæſar; for my dear, dear love 

To your proceeding bids me tell you this: 

And reaſon to my love is liable, 


Cæſ. How fooliſh do your fears ſeem now, Ca/phurnia J. 


I am aſhamed, I did yield to them. 
Give me my Robe, for I will 


o: 
Enter Brutus, Ligarius, Ne Caſca, Trebonius, 


| Cinna and Publius. 
And look where Publius is come to fetch me. 
Paub. Good morrow, Ce/ar. 
Cæſ. Welcome, Publius. | 
What, Brutus, are you ſtirr'd ſo early too! 
Good morrow, Caſca: Caius Ligarius, 
Ce/ar was ne'er ſo much your enemy, | 
As that ſame Ague which hath made you lean. 
What is't o' clock? . 
Bru. Ceſar, tis ſtracken eight. 


Cz/. 
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Cæſ. I thank you for your pains and courteſy. 
Enter Antony. | 


See, Antony, that revels long o' nights, 


Is notwithitanding up. Good morrow, Antony. 
Ant. So to moſt noble Cz/ar. 
Ce/. Bid them prepare within: 
T am to blame to be thus waited for. 
Now, Cinna; now, Metellus ; what, Trebonius ! 
J have an hour's talk in ſtore for you, 
Remember, that you call on me to-day ; 
Be near me, that I may remember you. 
Treb. Cæſar, I'will ;—and ſo near will I be, [ Ala. 
That your beſt friends ſhall wiſh I had been further. 
Cz/. Good friends, go in, and taſte ſome wine with 


me, 

And we, like friends, will ſtraightway go together. 
Bru. That every like is not the ſame, O Go, | 

8 [ Lode. 
The heart of Brutus yerns to think upon [Exeunt. 


SCENE. changes to a Street near the Capitol: 


+ Enter Artemidorus, reading @ Paper. 
CESAR, beware of Brutus; take heed of Caſſius 


ame not near Caſca ; have an eye to Cinna; trufl not 
Trebonius; mark well Metellus Cimber; Decius Brutus 
lowes thee not; thou haſt wrong'd Caius Ligarius. There 
is but one mind in all theſe men, and it is bent againfl 
Czlar. If thou beeſt not immortal, look about thee : ſecu- 
rity gives way to conſpiracy. The mighty Gods defend thee ! 
\ Thy Lover Artemidorus. 
Here will I ſtand, till Cz/ar paſs along, 
And as a ſuitor will I give him this: 
My heart laments, that virtue cannot live 
Out of the teeth of emulation. | 
If thou read this, O Cæſar, thou may* live; 
If not, the fates with Traitors do contrive. [Exits 
Enter Porcia and Lucius. 
Por. I pr'ythee, Boy, run to the Senate-houſe 3 . 
HP B 5 8 Stay 
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Stay not to anſwer me, but get thee : 
Why doſt thou ſtay ? 1 wm 

Luc. To know my errand, Madam. 

Por. I would have had thee there, and here again, 
Ere I can tell thee what thou ſhould'ſt do there 
O Conſtancy, be ſtrong upon my fide, | 
Set a huge mountain *Gveen my heart and tongue: 

J have a man's mind, but a woman's might: 
How hard it is for women to keep countel ! 
Art thou here yet? 

Luc. Madam, what ſhould I do? 
Run to the Capitel, and nothing elle ? 
And fo return to you, and nothing ele ? 

Hor. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy Lord look well, 

For he went ſickly forth; and take good note, 
What Ce/ar doth, what ſuitors preis to him. 
Hark, Boy ! what noiſe is chat? | 

Luc. IT hear none, Madam. 

Por. Pr'ythee, liſten well : 

J heard a buſtling rumour like a fray, 
And the wind brings it from the Capitol. 

Luc. Sooth, Madam, I hear nothing. 

Enter Artemidorus. 
Por. Come hither, fellow, which way haft thou been? 
Art. At mine own houſe, good Lady. 

Por. What is't e' cleck ? 

Art. About the ninth hour, Lady. 

Por, Is Cz/ar yet gone to the Capitol? 

Art. Madam, not yet; I go to take my ſtand, 


To fee him paſs on to the Capitol. 


Por. Thou haſt ſome ſuit to Cæſar, haſt thou not ? 
Art. 'That I have, Lady, if it will pleaſe Cz/ar 

To be ſo good to Cæſar, as to hear me: 4 

I ſhall beſeech him to befriend himſelf. | 4 
Por. 1 know'ſt thou any harm intended tow'rds 

im? | £972 10 ©; 

Art. None that T know will be, much that I fear; 

Good morrow to you. Here the ſtreet is narrow: 


The throng, that follows Cæſar at the heels, 


Of Senators, of Prætors, common Suitors, : 
| | Will 


Mm? 
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Will croud a feeble man almoſt to death : 

1'1l get me to a place more void, and there | 

Speak to great Cæſar as he comes along.  [Exitc 
Por. I muſt go in—aye me! how weak a thing 

The heart of woman is! O Brutus Brutus ! 

The Heavens ſpeed thee in thine enterprize ! 

Sure, the Boy heard me ; ——Brutus hath a Suit, 

That Cæſar will not grant.——O, I grow faint ; 

Run, Lucius, and cymmend me to my Lord; 

Say, I am merry; come to me again, 

And bring me word what he doth ſay to the. 

Ereunt ſeuerally. 
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4 
SCENE, the Street before the Capitol; 
and the Capitol open. 


Flouriſh. Enter Cæſar, Brutus, Caſſius, Caſca, 
Decius, Metellus, Trebonius, Cinna, An- 
tony, Lepidus, Artemidorus, Popilius, 
Publius, and the Soothſayer. 


Cz/. 6 H E Ides of March are come. | 
 Sooth. Ay, Ceſar, but not gone. 
Art. Hail, Cæſar: read this ſchedule. 
Dec. Trebonius doth deſire you to o'er-read, 
At your beſt leiſure, this his humble ſuit. 
Art. O Cæſar, read mine firſt ; for mine's a ſuit, 
That touches Ce/ar nearer. Read it, great Cæſar. 
Cz/. What touches us our ſelf, ſhall be laſt fery'd. 
Art. Delay not, Cæſar, read it inſtantly. 
Ce/. What, is the fellow mad? 
Pub. Sirrah, give place. 
Caſ. What, urge you your petitions in the ſtreet ? 
Come to the Capitol. i 
| Pap. 


Will he be ſatisfied, 
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Pop. I wiſh, your enterprize to-day may thrive. 
Caſ. What enterprize, Popilius ? 
Pop. Fare you well. 
Bru. What ſaid Popilius Lena? 
Ca/. He wiſh'd, to-day our enterpri 
I fear, our purpoſe is diſcovered. 
Bru. Look, how he makes to Ce/ar : mark him. 
Caſ. Caſca, be ſudden, for we fear prevention. 
Brutus, what ſhall be done, if this be known ? 
Caius, or Ce/ar, never ſhall turn back; 
For I will ſlay myſelf. —Þ | 
Bru. Caſſius, be conſtant : 
Popilius Lena ſpeaks not of our purpoſe ; 
For, look, he ſmiles, and Cæſar doth not change. 
Caſ. Trebonius knows his time; for, look you, Brutus, 


- He draws Mark Antony out of the way. 


Dec. Where is Metellus Cimber ? let him go, 
And preſently prefer his ſuit to Cz/ar. 
Bru. He is addreſt ; preſs near and ſecond him. 
Cin. Caſca, you are the firſt that rears your hand. 
C2/. Are we all ready ? what is now amiſs, 
That Cæ ſar and his Senate muſt redreſs? Es 
Met. M = high, moſt mighty, and moſt puiſlant 
V N 
Metellus Cimber throws before thy ſeat [ Kneeling. 
An humble heart. „ : 
Ce/. I muſt prevent thee, Cimber ; 
'Theſe couchings and theſe lowly curteſies 
Might fire the blood of. ordinary men, 
And turn pre-ordinance and firſt decree- 
Into the lane of children. Be not fond; 
To think that Cz/ar bears ſuch rebel blood, 
That will be thaw'd from the true quality 
With That which melteth fools ; I mean, ſweet words; 
Low crooked curtſies, and baſe ſpaniel fawning. 
Thy brother by decree is baniſhed ; . 
If thou doſt bend, and pray, and fawn for him, 
I ſpurn thee like a cur out of my way. 


Know, Cæſar doth not wrong, nor without cauſe 


Mei. 


ze might thrive: 


int 
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Mer. Is there no voice more worthy than my own, 


To ſound more ſweetly in great Cæſar's ear, 


For the repealing of my baniſh'd Brother? 

Bru. I kiſs thy hand, but not in flattery, Cæſar; 
Deſiring thee, that Publius Cimber may © 
Have an immediate freedom of repeal. 

Cef. What, Brutus ! 

Caſ. Pardon, Cz/ar ; Cæſar, pardon ; 

As low as to thy foot doth Caſſius fall, 
To beg enfranchiſement for Publius Cimber. 

Ce/. I could be well mov'd, if I were as you; 
If I could pray to move, prayers would move me: 
But I am conftant as the Northern Star, 

Of whoſe true, fixt, and reſting quality, 
There is no fellow in the firmament : 

The skies are painted with unnumber'd ſparks, 
They are all fire, and every one doth ſhine; 
But there's but one in all doth hold his place. 


So, in the world, *tis furniſh'd well with men, 


And men are fleſh and blood, and apprehenſive ;. 
Yet in the number, I do know but one 
That unaſſailable holds on his rank, 
Unſhak'd of motion : and that I am he, 
Let me a little ſhew it, even in this ; 
That I was conſtant Cimber ſhould be baniſh'd, 
And conſtant do remain to keep him ſo. 
Cim. O Cæ ſar | 
Ce/. Hence! wilt thou lift up Olympus ? 
Dec. Great Cæſar 
Ce/. Doth not Brutus bootleſs kneel ? 
Caſca. Speak hands for me. [They flab Cæſar. 
Cz/.. Et tu, Brute? then fall Cæſar [Dies. 
Cin. Liberty! freedom! Tyranny is dead—— _ 
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the tireets — 
Caſ. Some to the common Pulpits, and cry out, 
Liberty, freedom, and enfranchiſement. 
Bru. People, and Senators! be not affrighted; 
Fly not, ſtand fill. Ambition's debt is paid. 
Caſ. Go to the Pulpit, Brutus. | 
Dec. And Caſſius too. 
Bru. Where's Publius? 


Cin. Here, quite confounded with this mutiny, Met 
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„ Met. Stand faſt together, leſt ſome Friends of Cæſar's 
1 Should chance | 1 
8 Bru. Talk not of ſtanding. Publius, good cheer ; 8 
. There is no harm intended to your Perſon, | Th 
f Nor to no Raman elle ; fo tell them, Publius. An 
1 Caſ. And leave us, Publius, leſt that the People, Bn 
4 Ruſhing on us, ſhould do your age ſome miſchief. Ca 
| Bru. Do ſo; and let no man abide this deed, Say) 
'l | Enter Trebonius. : If 
ö Caſ. Where is Antony? M. 
1 Tre. Fled to his houſe amaz'd. | He 
. Men, Wives, and Children, ſtare, cry out, and run, M, 
# As it were Doom's-day. | | 80 
. Bru. Fates! we will know your pleaſures ; | Th 
# That we ſhall die, we know; tis but the time, | T} 
| And drawing days out, that men ſtand upon. | W 
bl Caſ. Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life, | 
4 Cuts off ſo many years of fearing death, 11 
if Bru. Grant That, and then 1s death a benefit. | Te 
"i So are we Cæſar's friends, that have abridg'd _ H 
i His time of fearing death. Stoop, Romans, ſtoopz D. 
i | And let us bathe our hands in Ce/ar's blood | 
Ul Up to the elbows, and beſmear our ſwords, 
bl Then walk we forth ev'n to the Market-place, 
i And, waving our red weapons o'er our heads, T 
| Let's all cry, peace! freedom! and liberty! Fa 
* Caſ. Stoop then, and waſh—how many ages hence 
4 [ Dipping their ſwords in Cæſar's Blood. 
Þ Shall this our lofty Scene be acted o'er, 
In States unborn, and accents yet unknown? A: 
Brau. How many times ſhall Ce/ar bleed in ſport, 81 


"iſ That now on Pompey's Baſis lies along, 

ij No worthier than the duſt? 

| Caſ. So oft as that ſhall be | 

| So often ſhall the knot of us be call'd 

bl! The Men that gave their Country Liberty. 

' Dec. What, ſhall we forth? 

Caf. Ay, every man away. | 

Brutus ſhail lead, and we will grace his heels 

With the moſt boldeſt, and beſt hearts of Rome. a 
3 + 0; Juen 
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Enter a Servant, 
Bru. Soft, who comes here? A Friend of Antony 8. 
Ser. Thus, Brutus, did my Maſter bid me kneel; 
Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down ; [4neeling, 
And, being proſtrate, thus he bad me ſay. 
D is noble, wiſe, valiant, and honeit; 
Cæſar was mighty, royal, bold and loving : 


Say, I love Brutus, and I honour him; 


Say, I fear'd Ceſar, honour'd him, and lov'd him. 
If Brutus will vouchſafe that Autony 
May ſafely come to him, and be reſolv'd 
How Cæſar hath deſerv'd to lie in death: 
Mark Antony ſhall not love Ce/ar dead, 
So well as Brutus living; but will follow 
The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus, 
Thorough the hazards of this untrod ſtate, 
With all true faith. So ſays my Maſter Antony. 
Bru. Thy Maſter is a wile and valiant Reman ; 
I never thought him worſe. 
Tell him, ſo pleaſe him come unto this place, 
He ſhall be ſatisfied ; and, by my honour, 
Depart untouch'd. 
Serv. T'll fetch him preſently. [ Exit Servant, 
Bru. I know, that we ſhall have him well to friend, 
Caſ. I wiſh, we may: but yet have I a mind, 
That fears him much; and my miſgiving ſtill 
Falls ſhrewdly to the purpoſe, 
Enter Antony. 
Bru. But here comes Antony. Welcome, Mark 4 
Ant. O mighty Cz/ar ! Joſt thou lie ſo low ? 
Are all thy Conqueſts, Glories, Triumphs, Spoils, 
Shrunk to this little meaſure ? ——fare thee well. 
I know not, Gentlemen, what you intend, 
W ho elſe muſt be let blood, who elſe is rank; ; 
If I myſelf, there is no hour ſo fit 
As Cz/ar's death's hour; nor no inſtrument 


Of half that worth as thoſe your ſwords, made rich 


With che maſt noble blood of all this world. 

I do beſeech ye, if you bear me hard, 

Now whilſt your purpled hands do reck and ſmoak, 
Fulfil your pleaſure. Live a thouſand years, 


2 be Caen | No 
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No place will pleaſe me ſo, no meane of death, It v 
As here by Cæſar, and by you cut off, | In 1 
The choice and maſter-ſpirits of this age. Parc 
Bru. O Antony ! beg not your death of us : | Her 
Though now we muſt appear bloody and cruel, Sigr 
As, by our hands, and this our preſent act, O v 
Vou ſee, we do; yet ſee you but our hands, | And 
And this the bleeding buſineſs they have done: Hoy 
Our hearts you ſee not, they are pitiful ; | Dof 
And pity to the general wrong of Rome | C 
(As fire drives out fire, ſo pity, pity; ) A 
Hath done this deed on Cz/ar : For your part, The 
To you our ſwords have leaden points, Mark Antony; The 
Our arms exempt from malice, and our hearts C 
Ot brothers' temper, do receive you in But 
With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence. © Will 
Caſ. Your voice ſhall be as ſtrong as any man's Or | 
In the diſpofing of new dignities. e 4 
Bru. Only be patient, till we have appeas'd 4 Swa! 
The multitude, befide themſelves with fear; IT Frie 
And then we will deliver you the cauſe, | Upo 
Why I, that did love Cæſar when J ftrook him, a Why 
Proceeded thus, = 5 ä B 
Ant. I doubt not of your wiſdom. Our 
Let each man render me his bloody hands That 
Firſt, Marcus Brutus, will I ſhake with you; You 
Next, Caius Caſſius, do I take your hann Al 
Now, Decius Brutus, yours; now yours, Metellus 3. And 
Yours, Cinna; and my valiant Caſca, yours; Prod 
Though laſt, not leaſt in love, yours, good Trebonius, And 
Gentlemen all ——— alas! what ſhall I ſay? $71 Spea 
My credit now ſtands on ſuch flippery ground, | B,. 
That one of two bad ways you muſt conceit me, C- 
Either a Coward, or a Flatterer. 840 You 
That I did love thee, Cæſar, oh, tis true a That 
If then thy Spirit look upon us now, 1 565 K nos 
Shall it not grieve thee, dearer than thy death, a By t! 
To ſee thy Antony making his peace, | B,. 
Shaking the bloody fingers of thy foes, 1 I wil 
Moſt Noble! in the preſence of thy corſe? Yes rt And 
Had I as many eyes, as thou haſt wounds, 1 1 1 Wha 
Weeping as faſt as they ſtream forth thy blood, Th He f 
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It would become me better, than to cloſe 
In terms of friendſhip with thine enemies. Py 
Pardon me, Fulius—here waſt thou bay'd, brave hart: 
Here didſt thou fall, and here thy hunters ſtand 
Sign'd in thy ſpoil, and crimſon'd in thy death. 
O world! thou waſt the foreſt to this hart, 
And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thee. 
How like a deer, ſtricken by many Princes, 
| Doft thou here lie? 

Caſ. Mark Antony, —— _ 

Ant. Pardon me, Caius Caſſius : 
The enemies of Cæſar ſhall ſay this: 
Then, in a friend, it is cold modeſty. 

Caf. I blame you not for praiſing Cæſar ſo, 
But what compact mean you to have with us? 
Will you be prick'd in number of our friends, 
Or ſhall we on, and not depend on you? | 

Ant. Therefore I took your hands ; but was, indeed, 
Sway'd from the point, by looking down on Cæſar. 
Friends am I with you all, and love you all; | 
Upon this hope, that yon ſhall give me reaſons, 
Why, and wherein Cæſar was dangerous. 

Bru. Or elſe this were a ſavage ſpectacle. 

Our reaſons are ſo ſull of good regard, 
That were you, Antony, the ſon of Cæſar, 
You ſhould be ſatisfied. 4 

Ant. That's all I ſeek ; 

And am moreover ſuitor, that I may 
Produce his body to the Market-place, 
And in the Pulpit, as becomes a friend, 
Speak in the order of his funeral. 

Bru. You ſhall, Mark Antony. | 

Ca/. Brutus, a word with you. | 
You know not what you do; do nat conſent, [ A/ide.. 
That Antony ſpeak in his funeral] : i 
Know you, how much the People may be mov'd 
By that which he will utter ? | | 

Bru. By your pardon, 

J will myſelf into the Pulpit firſt, | 

And ſhew the reafon of our Cæſar's death. 

What Antony ſhall ſpeak, I will proteſt - 
He ſpeaks by leave, and by permiſſion s And 
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And that we are contented, Cz/ar ſhall 
Have all due rites, and lawful ceremonies: 
It ſhall advantage more, than do us wrong. 

Caf. I know not what may fall, I like it not. 

Bru. Mark Antony, here take you Cz/ar*s body: 

You ſhall not in your funera!-ſpeech blame us, 
But ſpeak all good you can deviſe of Cæſar; 
And ſay, you do't by our permiſſion : 
Elſe ſhall you not have any hand at all 
About his funeral. And you ſhall ſpeak 
In the ſame Pulpit whereto I am going, 
After my ſpeech is ended. 

Ant. Be it ſos . 

I do defire no more. 

Bru. Ptepare the body then, and follow us. 

Exeunt Conſpiratorss Manet Antony, 

Ant. O pardon me, thou bleeding piece of earth! 
That I am meek and gentle with theſe butchers. 

Thou art the ruins of the nobleſt man, | 
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A curſe ſhall light upon the limbs of men ; 
Domeſtick fury, and fierce civil ſtrife, 
Shall cumber all the parts of 7zaly ; 

Blood and deſtruction ſhall be ſo in uſe, 
And dreadful objects ſo familiar, | 
That mothers ſhall but fmile, when they behold 
Their infants quarter'd by the hands of war, 

All pity choak'd with cuſtom of fell deeds ; 

And Cæſar's Spirit, ranging for revenge, 

With Até by his ſide come hot from Hell, 


Shall in theſe confines, with a monarch's voice, 


Cry Havock, and let ſlip the Dogs of war; 
'That this foul deed ſhall fmell above the earth 
With carrion-men, groaning for burial. 
Enter Octavius's Serwant. 
You ſerve Otavius Cz/ar, do you not? 
Ser. I do, Mark Antony. | y 
tat. 


y. 
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Am. Cz/ar did write for him to come to Nome. 

Ser. He did receive his letters, and is coming ; 
And bid me ſay to you by word of mouth 
O Ce/ar! [Seeing the body. 
Axt. Thy heart is big, get thee apart and weep ; 
PaHion I fee is catchin ng 3 for mine eyes, 
Seeing thofe beads of {ſorrow ſtand in thine, 
Bepan to water. Is thy Maſter coming? 

r. He lies to night within ſeven leagues of Rome. 

Ant. Poſt _ with ſpeed, and tell him what hath 

8 Rome, a erous Rome, 
No Rome of — for — | 
Hie hence, and tell him fo. Yet ſtay a while; 
Thou ſhalt not back, till I have borne this corſe 
Into the Market-place ; there ſhall I try, 
In my 'Oration, how the People take 
The cruel iflue-of theſe bloody men; 
According to the which, thou "tale Tours 
To young'Ofawias of ok e of * e - 
Lend me your: — | | 


SCE N E Hens ro the Fare! 
Fader Brutus, and * tbe Roſtra; Caſſius with the 


ebeians. 


Plab. We will be ſatisfied ; let us be niche, 

| Bru. Then follow me, and give me audience, friends 
Caffius, go you into the other ret, 
And part the numbers: | 
Thoſe that will hear me ſpeak, let em flay here; 
Thoſe, that will follow Cafius, go with him; 
And publick reaſons ſhall be rendered 


Of Css death. 


1 Pleb. I will hear Brutus ſpeak. 
2 Pleb. I will hear Caffias, and compare their reafons, 
When ſer rally we hear them rendered. 
[Zit Caſſius, auth me of the Plebeians. 
3 Pleb. The noble Brutus is aſcended: filence ! 
Bru. Be patient till the laſt. 5 : 
5 | Roman's, 
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Romans, Countrymen, and Lovers! hear me for my 
cauſe ; and be filent, that you may hear. Believe me 


for mine honour, and have reſpect to mine honour, that 


you may believe. Cenſure me in your wiſdom, and 
awake your ſenſes that you may the better judge. If 
there be any in this aſſembly, any dear friend of Cæ- 
ſar's, to him I ſay, that Brutus's love to Cæſar was no 
leſs than his. If then that friend demand, why Brutus 
roſe againſt Cz/ar, this is my anſwer : Not that I lov'd 
Cz/ar leſs, but that I lov'd Rome more. Had you ra- 
ther Cz/ar were living, and die all ſlaves; than that 


Cæſar were dead, to live all free men? As Cæſar lov'd 


me, I weep for him ; as he was fortunate, I -rejoice at 
It ; as he was valiant, I honour him ; but as he was am- 
bitious, I ſlew him. There are tears for his love, joy 
for his fortune, honour for his valour, and death for his 
ambition. Who's here ſo baſe, that would be a bond- 
man ? if any, ſpeak for him have I offended.” Who 
is here ſo rude, that would not be a Roman? if any, 
N for him have I offended. Who is here ſo vile, 
t 


will not love his Country? if any, ſpeak ; for him 
have I offended. | 


I pauſe for a _ 

All. None, Brutus, none. 

Bru. Then none have I offended. —1 have done no 
more to Cæſar, than you ſhall do to Brutus. The que- 
ſtion of his death is inroll'd in the Capitol, his ace 
not extenuated, wherein he was worthy ; nor his o nces 
enforced, for Which he ſuffered death. 

Ester Mark Antony with Cæſar'⸗ * * 

Here comes his body, mourn'd by Mark Antony, who 
though he had no hand in his death; ſhall receive the 
benefit of his dying, a place m the Commonwealth ; as 
which of you ſhall not? With this I depart, that as I 
ſlew my beſt lover for the good of Rome; I have the 


ſame dagger for my ſelf, when it e HE we 8 | 


try to need my death. 
"All. Live, Brutus, live ! TR 
1 P/zb. Bring him with triumph home unto his houſe: 
2 Pleb. Give him a ſtatue with his Anceſtors. 
3 Pub. Let him be Cæſar. 
4 Pleb. Cæſar's better Parte 
Shall be crown'd in Brutus. | 1 Pleb. 
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1 Pleb. We'll bring him to his houſe 
With ſhouts and clamours. 
Bru. My Countrymen 
2 Pleb. Peace! ſilence ! Brutus ſpeaks. 
1 Pleb. Peace, ho! 
Bru Good Countrymen, let me depart alone, 
And, for my ſake, ſtay here with Antony; 
Do grace to Cz/ar's corps, and grace his ſpeech 
Tending to Cæſar's Glories; which Mark Antony 
By our permiſſion is allow'd to make. 
I do intreat you, not a man depart, Fs 
Save I alone, *till Antony have ſpoke. [Exit. 
1 Pleb. Stay, ho, and let us hear Mark Antony, 
3 Pleb. Let him go up into the publick Chair, 


We'll hear him: noble Antony, go up. | 


Ant. For Brutus ſake, I am beholden to you. 
4 Pleb. What does he fay of Brutus? 
3 Pleb. He ſays, for Brutus ſake 
He finds himſelf. beholden to us all. | 
4 Pleb. Twere beſt he ſpeak no harm of Brutus here. 
1 Pleb. This Cæſar was a Tyrant. | | 
3 Pleb. Nay, that's certain; 
We are bleſt, that Rome is rid of him, 
2 Pleb. Peace; let us hear what Antony can ſay. 
Ant. You gentle Romans - | 
- All. Peace, ho, let us hear him. ears 3 
Ant. Friends, Romans, Countrymen, lend me your 
T come to bury Cæſar, not to praiſe him. 
The Evil that men do, lives after them ; 
The Good is oft interred: with their bones; 
So let it be with Cæſar! noble Brutus 


Hath told you Cæſan was ambitious; 


If it were ſo, it was a grievous fault; 
And grievouſly hath. Cæſar anſwer' d it. 
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the reſt, 


(For Brutus is an honourable man, 

So are they all, all honourable men) 

Come [ to ſpeak in Cæſar's funeral: 

He was my friend, faithful and juſt to me: 

But Brutus ſays he was ambitious | 
And Brutus is an honourable man. | , 
1 He 
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He hath brought many ives home to Rome, 
Whoſe ranſoms did the general coffers. fill; 
Did this in Cæſar ſeem. ambitious? 
When that the Poor have ery'd, Cæſar hath wept : 
Ambition ſhould be made of ſterner fluff. ' 
Yet Brutus fays, he was ambitious ; | 
And Brutus is an honourable man. 
You all did fee, that on the Lupercal, 
I thrice- preſented him a kingly: Crown ; 
Which he did thrice refuſe. Was this ambition? 
Yet Brutus ſays, he was ambitious, | 
And, fure, he is an honourable man. 
I ſpeak not to diſprove what Brutus ſpoke, 
But here I am to ſpeak what I do know. 
You all did love him once, not without cauſe : 
What cauſe with-holds you then to maurn for him 
O judgment ! thou art fled to brutiſh beaſts, 
And men have loſt their reaſon—bear with me. 
My heart is in the coffin there with Cæſar, 
And I muſt pauſe till it come back to me. . 
I Pleb. Methinks, there is much reaſon in his ſayings. 
Tf thou conſider rightly of the matter, . 
Cæſar has had great wrong. 
3 Pleb. Has he, Maſters? I fear, there will a 
worſe come in his place, | | 
4 Pieb. Mark'd ye his words? he would. not take the 
Crown; 23-25 R 1 1 
Therefore, tis certain, he was not ambitious. 
1 Pleb. If it be found fo, ſome will dear abide it. 
2 Plcb. Poor ſoul! his eyes are red as fire with 
weeping. <> pov e 
3 Pleb. There's not a nobler man in Rome: than Hrtony. 
4 Pleb. Now mark him, he bom again to ſpeak. 
Ant. But yeſterday the word of Cæſan might 
Have ſtood againſt the world; now lies he there, 
And none ſo poor to do him reverence. ID 
O maſters ! if I were diſpos d to ſtir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 
I ſhould do Brutus wrong, and Cafius, wrong ; 
Who, you all know, are honourable men. 
I will not do them wrong: I rather chooſe _ 
| © 


t. 
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To wrong the dead, to wrong myſelf and you: 
Than I will wrong ſuch honourable men. | 
But here's a parchment, with the ſeal of Cæſar, 

I found it in his cloſet, *tis his Will: 

Let but the Commons hear this Teſtament, 
(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read) 


And they would go and kiſs dead Cz/ar's wounds, 


And dip their napkins in his ſacred blood; 

Yea, beg a hair of him for memory, 

And dying, mention it within their Wills, 

Bequeathing it as a rich legacy 

Unto their iſſue. 
4 Pleb. We'll hear the Will; read it, Mart Antony. 
All. The Will, the Will; we will hear Cz/ar's Will. 
Ant. Have patience, gentle friends, I muſt not read it; 

It is not meet you know how Cz/ar lov'd you. 


| You are not wood, you are not ſtones, but men: 


And, being men, hearing the Will of Cæſar, 
It will inflame you, it will make you mad. 
*T'rs _ you know not, that you are his Heirs; 
For if you ſhould O what would come of it? 
4 Pleb. Read the Will, we will hear it, Antony: 
You ſhall read us the Will, Cz/ar's Will. | 
Ant. Will you be patient? will you ſtay a while? 
(I have over-ſhot myſelf, to tell you of it.) 
I fear, I wrong the honourable men, | 
Whoſe daggers have flabb't Ceſar —I do ſer it 
4 Pleb. They were traitors — honourable men! 
All. The Will! the Teſtament ! 
2 Pleb. They were villains, murderers ; the Will! 
read the Will! 6 | 
Ant. You will compel me then to read the Will? 
Then make a ring about the corps of Cz/ar, 
And let him ſhew you him, that made the Will. 
Shall I deſcend ? and will you give me leave? 
All. Come dn 15 | 4 
2 Pleb. Deſeend. [ He comps down from the Pulhit. 
3 Pleb. You ſhall have leave. # * 
4 Pleb. A ring; ſtand round. 
1 Pleb. Stand from the hearſe, ſtand from the body. 
2 Plzb. Room for Antony moſt noble Antony. 
IF. Ant, 
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Ant. Nay, preſs not ſo upon me, ſtand far off. 
All. Stand back — room-—bear back— 
Ant. If you have tears, prepare to ſhed them now. 
You all do know this mantle ; I remember, 
The firſt time ever Cæſar put it on. 
Twas on a ſummer's evening in his tent, 
That day he overcame the Nerwii 
Look ! in this place, ran Caffus' dagger through; 
See, what a rent the envious Ca/ca made. 
Through this, the well-beloved Brutus ſtabb'd; 
And as he pluck'd his curſed ſteel away, 
Mark, how the blood of Cæſar follow'd it! 
As ruſhing out of doors, to be reſoly'd, 
If Brutus fo unkindly knock'd, or no ? 
For Brutus, as you know, was Cz/ar's angel. 
Judge, oh you Gods! how dearly Cz/ar loy'd him: 
This, this, was the unkindeſt cut of all; 
For when the noble Cz/ar ſaw him ſtab, 
Ingratitude, more ſtrong than traitors arms, 
Quite vanquiſh'd him: then burſt his mighty heart; 
And, in his mantle muffling up his face, 
Even at the Baſe of Pompey's ſtatue, 
(Which all the while ran blood,) great Cz/ar fell, 
O what a Fall was there, my countrymen ! 
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down: 
Whilſt bloody treaſon flouriſh'd over us. | 
O, now you weep; and, I perceive, you feel 
The dint of pity ; theſe are ERS. drops, 
Kind ſouls! what, weep you when you but behold 
Our Cæſar's veſture wounded ? look you here! 
Here is himſelf, marr'd, as you ſee, by traitors. 
1 Pleb. O piteous ſpectacle $9, 
2 Pleb. O noble Cz/ar! 
3 Pleb. O woful day! 1 
4 Pleb. O traitors, villains! EU 
1 Pleb. O moſt bloody fight ! . Th 
2 Pleb. We will be reveng'd: revenge: about 
burn—fre——kil—ſay ! let not 
a traitor live. 1 F | 8 
Ant. Stay, Countrymen ry 
1 Pleb. Peace there, hear the noble Antony. 


2 Pleb. 
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2 Pleb. Well hear him, we'll follow him, we'll die 

with him 
Ant. Good friends, ſweet friends, let me not ſtir you up 

To ſuch a ſudden flood of mutiny: 

They, that have done this deed, are honourable. 

W hat private griefs they have, alas, I know not, 

That made them do it ; they are wiſe and honourable ; 

And will, no doubt, with reaſons anſwer you. 

I come not, friends, to fteal away your hearts ; 

I am no Orator, as Brutus is : 

But, as you know me all, a plain blunt man, 

That love my friend ; and that they know full well, 

That give me publick leave to fpeak of him : | 

For I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 

Action or utt'rance, nor the 8 of ſpeech, 

To ſtir mens blood; I only ſpeak right on. 

I tell you that, which you yourſelves do know ; 

Shew you ſweet Cz/ar's Wounds, poor, poor, dumb 

mouths, | 

And bid them ſpeak for me. But were I Brutus, 

And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 

Would ruffle up your ſpirits, and put a tongue 

In every wound of Cz/ar, that ſhould move 

The ſtones of Rome to riſe and mutiny. 

All. We'll mutiny ———— 

1 Pleb. We'll burn the houſe of Brutus. 

3 Pleb. Away then, come, ſeek the conſpirators. 

Ant. Yet hear me, Countrymen ; yet hear me ſpeak.” 

All. Peace, ho, hear Antony, moſt noble Antony. 
Ant. Why, Friends, you go to do you know not what. 

Wherein hath Cz/ar thus deſerv'd your loves? 

Alas, you know not; I muſt tell you then: 

You have forgot the Will, I told you of. | 
All. Moſt true—the Will--let's ſtay and hear the Will. 
Ant. Here is the Will, and under Cz/ar's ſeal. 

To ev'ry Roman Citizen he gives, | 

To ev'ry ſev'ral man, ſev'nty five drachma's. 

2 Pleb. Moſt noble Cæſar ! we'll revenge his death. 
3 Pltb. O royal Cæſar ! | | 
Ant. Hear me with patience, 


All, Peace, ho! | 
C Ant. 
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Ant. Moreover, he hath left you all his walks, 
His private arbors, and new-pianted orchards, 
On that ſide Tiber; he hath left them you, 
And to your heirs for ever; common pleaſures, 
To walk abroad, and recreate yourſelves. 
Here was a Cz/ar, when comes ſuch another? 
1 Pleb. Never, never; come, away, away; 
We'il burn his body in the holy place, 
And with the brands fire all the traitors houſes, 
Take up the body. 
2 Pleb. Go fetch fire. 
3 Pleb. Pluck down benches. 
4 Pleb. Pluck down forms, windows, any thing. 
[Exeunt Plebeians ævith the body. 
Ant. Now let it work : Miſchief, thou art afoot, 
Take thou what courſe thou wilt! —How now, fellow? 
Enter a Servant. 
Ser, Ofawius is already come to Rome, 
Ant. Where is he? | 
Ser. He and Lepidus are at Cz/ar's houſe. 
Ant. And thither will J ſtraight, to viſit him; 
He comes upon a with. Fortune is merry, 
And in this mocd will give us any thing. 
Ser. | heard him ſay, Brutus and Caſſius 
Are rid, like madmen, through the gates of Rome. 
Ant. Belike, they had ſome notice of the people, 
How I had moy'd them. Bring me to Ofawins. [ Fæeunt. 
Enter Cinna the Poet, and after him the Plebeians. 
Cin. I dreamt to-night, that I did feaſt with Cæſar, 
And things unluckily 2 my fantaſie; 
J have no will to wander forth of doors; 
Vet ſomething leads me forth. 
1 Pleb. What is your name ? 
2 Pleb. Whither are you going? 
3 Pleb. Where do you dwell ? 3 
4 Pleb. Are you a married man, or a batchelor ? 
2 Pleb. Anſwer every man directly. 
- 1 Pleb. Ay, and briefly. 
4 Pleb. Ay, and wiſely. N 
3 Pleb. Ay, and truly, you were beſt. es 
Cin. What is my name? whither am I goirg ? where 


| do 


8 2 


do I dwell? am I a married man ? or a batchelor ? then 
to anſwer every man directly and briefly, wiſely and tru- 
ly ; wiſely, I ſay IT am a batchelor. 

2 Pl. That's as much as to ſay, they are fools that marry; 


you'll bear me a bang for that, I fear; proceed directly. 


Cin. Directly I am going to Cæſar's funeral. 
1 Pleb. As a friend, or an enemy? 
Cin. As a friend. Wy 
2 PJeb. That matter is anſwered directly. 
4 Pleb. For your dwelling ; briefly. 
Cin. Briefly, I dwell by the Capitol. 
: 3 Pleb. Your name, Sir, truly. 
bady. Cin. Truly, my name is Cinna. DO 
1 Pleb. Tear him to pieces; he's a conſpirator. 
Cin. I am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the poet. 
498 Tear him for his bad verſes, tear him for his 
bad verſes. | 
Cin. I am not Cinna the conſpirator. 
4 Pleb. It is no matter, his name's Cinna; pluck but 
his name out of his heart, and turn him going. 
3 PI. Tear him, tear him; come, brands, ho, firebrands: 
To Brutus, to Caffius ; burn all. Some to Decius houſe, 
And ſome to-Ca/ca's, ſome to Ligarius: away, go. [ Exe. 


, | OECD 
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£ SCENE, 4 /mall [land near Mutina. 


| Enter Antony, Octavius, and Lepidus. 
Ant. Heſe many then ſhall die, their names are prickt. 
- 08. Your brother too muſt die; conſent you, 
Lepidus ? EN. 
3 Lep. I do conſent. 
Oct. Prick him down, Antony. 
Lep. Upon condition, Publius ſhall not live; 
Who is your ſiſter's fon, Mark Antony. 
Ant. He ſhall not live; look, with a ſpot, I damn him. 
__ But, Lepidus, go you to Cæſar's houſe ; 
WHc* Fetch the Will hither, and we ſhall determine 
5 S How 


low ? 
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How to cut off ſome charge in legacies. | 

Lep. What? ſhall I find you here? 5 
OZ. Or here, or at the Capitol. [W Eæit Lepidus. D 
Ant. This is a ſlight unmeritable man, 2 13 
Meet to be ſent on errands : is it fit, = 7 
The three-fold world divided, he ſhould ftand 1 
2 


— — 2 - 
— — 3 —— 
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One of the three to ſhare it? 

Oct. So you thought him?) 2 1 
And took his Voice who ſhould be prickt to die, To 
In our black ſentence and profcription. _ Si E 

Ant. Odtavius, I have ſeen more days than you; In 1 
And though we lay theſe honours on this man, Hat 
To eaſe ourſelves of divers ſland'rous loads; Thi: 
He ſhall but bear them, as the aſs bears gold, | Ih 
To groan and ſweat under the buſineſs, P 
Or led or driven, as we point the way; But 
And having brought our treaſure where we will, Such 
Then take we down his load, and turn him off, B 
Like to the empty aſs, to ſhake his ears Hou 
And graze in commons. F Li 

Oct. You may do your will; . But 1 

But he's a try*d and valiant ſoldier. | Nor 

Ant. So is my horſe, Ocauius: and; for that, As h 
I do appoint him ſtore of provender. 5 , 
It is a creature that I teach to fight, | A ho 
To wind, to ſtop, to run directly on; | When 
His corporal motion govern'd hy my ſpirit. It uſe 
And, in-ſome taſte, is Lepidus but ſoz, _ . __ Ther 
He muſt be taught, and train'd,. and bid go forth ; Bnt H 
A barren- ſpirited fellow, one that feeds Make 
On abject orts, and imitations 3 ' F But w 
Which out of uſe, and ſtal'd by other men, They 
Begin his faſhion. Do not talk of him, | Sink. 
But as a property. And now, O#awins, ' Luc 
Liſten great things Brutus and 'Cafſius' ' The g 
Are levying powers; we mult ſtraight make head. Are c: 


Therefore let our alliance be combin d, 94 

Our beſt friends made, and our beſt means ſtretchꝰd out; > Wl 
And let us preſently go fit in council. Marc! 
How covert matters my” be * diſclos dns Ca / 
And open perils ſureſt aniwered. | | 
OZ, Let us do ſo; for we are at the flake, And 


us. 


In his own change, or by ill officers, 


Sink in the trial. Comes his army on? 


Julius Cæs AR. 5¹ 


And bay'd about with many enemies; 5 
And ſome, that ſmile, have in their hearts, I fear 
Millions of miſchiefs. | [Exeunt; 
SCENE Before Brutus's Tent, in the Camp near Sardis. 
Drum. Enter Brutus, Lucilius, and Soldiers: Titinius 
0 and Pindarus meeting them, | 
Bru. Stand, ho! | 
Luc. Give the word, ho! and ſtand! 
Bru. What now, Lucilius ? is Caſſius near? 
Luc. He is at hand, and Pindarus is come 
To do you ſalutation from his maſter. 
Bru. He greets me well. Vour maſter Pindarus, 


Hath given me ſome worthy cauſe to with 
Things done, undone ; but if he be at hand, 
I ſhall be ſatisfied. 

Pin. I do not doubt, 

But that my noble maſter will appear, 
Such as he is, full of regard and honour. 

Bru. He is not doubted. A word Luciliys——m— 
How he receiv'd you, let me be reſolv'd. 

Luc. With courteſie, and with reſpect enough, 
But not with ſuch familiar inſtances, | 
Nor with ſuch free and friendly conference, 

As he hath us'd of old. _ 

* Bru. Thou: haſt deſcrib'd 
A hot friend, cooling; ever note, Lucilius, 
When love begins to ſicken and decay, 

Tt uſeth an enforced ceremony. _ 

There are no tricks in plain and ſimple faith: 
But hollow) men, like horſes hot at hand, 
Make gallant ſhew and promiſe of their metal; 
But when they ſhould endure the bloody ſpur, 
They fall their creft, and, like deceitful jades, 


—— 
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Luc. They mean this 5 in Sardis to be quarter d: 

The greater part, the horſe in general, 

Are come with Caſfuun. | Low march within. 
| Enter Caſſius, and Soldiers. 5 


Bru. Hark, he is arriv d; 
March gently n to meet him. 
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„Cel. Chaſtiſement! | 
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Bru. Stand, ho! ſpeak the word along. 
Within. Stand! e | 

* Within. Stand! 
Within. Stand! EO 
Caf. Moſt noble brother, you have done me wrong. 
Bru. Judge me, you Gods! wrong I mine enemies ? 

And if not ſo, how ſhould I wrong a brother? | 
Caſ. Brutus, this ſober form of yours hides wrongs, 

And when you do them | 
Bru. Caſſius, be content, | 

Speak your griefs ſoftly, I do know you well. 

Before the eyes of both our armies here, | 

(Which ſhould perceive nothing, but love, from us) 

Let us not wrangle, Bid them move away ; — 

Then in my Tent, Caſſus, enlarge your griefs, 

And I will give you audience, 

Caſ. Pindarus, | 

Bid our commanders lead their charges of _ 

A little from this ground.  _ 5 
Bru. Lucilius, do the like; and let no man 


Come to our tent, till we have done our conference. 
E æeunt. 


Let Lucius and Titinius guard the door. 
SCENE changes to the infide of Brutus's Tent. 
Re-enter Brutus and Caſſius. 


Caſ. That you have wrong'd me doth appear in this, 


You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pella, 

For taking bribes here of the Sardians ; 

W herein, my letter (praying on his fide, 

Becauſe I knew. the man,) was ſlighted off. 4 
Bru. You wrong'd yourſelf to write in ſuch a caſe. 
Caf. In ſuch a time as this, it is not meet 

That every nice offence ſhould bear its comment. 

Bru. Yet let me tell you, Caſſius, you yourſelf 

Are much condemn'd to have an itching palm; 

To ſell, and mart your offices for. gold, | 

To undeſerverss  _ „ ain 
Caf. I an itching palm? D 

You know that you are Brutus, that ſpeak: this; 

Or, by the Gods, this ſpeech were elfe your laſt, _. 


Bru. The name of Castus honours this corruption, 


And chaſtiſement doth therefore hide its head. * 
0 


is, 


u. 
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Bru. Remember March, the Ides of March remember 


| Did not great Julius bleed for juſtice ſake ? 


What villain touch'd his body, that did ſtab, 
And not for juſtice? what ſhall one of us, 
That ſtruck the foremoſt man of all this world, 
But for ſupporting robbers ; ſhall we now 
Contaminate our fingers with baſe bribes ? 
And ſell the mighty ſpace of our large honours 
For ſo much traſh, as may be graſped thus? 
T had rather be a dog, and bay the moon, 
Than ſuch a Roman. | 
. Caſ. Brutus, bay not me, 
Fl! not endure it; you forget yourſelf, 
To hedge me in; I am a ſoldier, I, 
Older in practice, abler than yourſelf 
To make conditions. 
Bru. Go to; you are not, Caſſius. 
Caſ. | am. 
Bru. | ſay, you are not. 
Caj Urge me no more, I ſhall forget myſelf —— 
Have mind upon your health —tempt me no farther. 
Bru. Away, light man. 
Ca. Ist poflible —- 
Bru. Hear me, for I will ſpeak. | 
Muſt I give way and room to your raſh choler ? 
Shall I be frighted, when a mad man ftare- ? 
Caſ. O Gods! ye Gods! muſt I endure all his? 
Bra. All this! ay more. Fret, 'till your proud heart hreak; 
Go ſhew your ſlaves how cholerick you are, 
And make your bondmen tremble. Muſt I budye ? 
Muſt I obſerve you ? muſt I ſtand and crouch 
Under your teſty humour? by the Gods, 
You ſhall digeſt the venom of your ſpleen, 
Tho! it do ſplit you. For, from this day forth, 
Il uſe you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter, 
When you are waſpiſh, 
Caf. Is it come to this? 
Bru. You ſay, you are a better ſoldier ; 
Let it appear ſo ; make your Vaunting true, 
ind it ſhall pleaſe me well. For mine own part, 
I ſhall be glad to learn of noble men. & 
G 4 5 Caf, ä 
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.Caſ. You wrong me every way 


you wrong me, 


J faid, an elder ſoldier ; not a better. [Brutus 3 
Did I ſay, better? | 
Bru. If you did, I care not. [me. 


Ca/. When Cæſar liv'd, he durſt not thus have mov'd 
Bru. Peace, peace, you durſt not ſo have tempted him. 
Caſ. I durit not! 
Bru, No. 
Ca/. What? durſt not tempt him? 
Bru. For your life you durſt not. 
Caſ. Do not preſume too much upon my love; 
J may do that, I ſhall be ſorry. for. | 
Bru. You have done that, you ſhould be ſorry for, 
There is no terror, Caſſius, in your threats; K 
For I am arm'd ſo ſtrong in honeſty, 
That they paſs by me, as the idle wind, 
Which I reſpect not. I did ſend to you 
For certain ſums of gold, which you deny'd me; 
For I can raiſe no money by vile means; 
By heaven, I had rather coin my heart, 
And deep my blood for drachma's, than to wring 
From the hard hands of peaſants their. vile traſh, 
By any indirection. I did ſend 
To you for gold to pay my legions, + 
Which you denied me; was that done like Ca/fu; ? 
Should I have anſwer'd Caius. Caſſius lo? 
When Marcus Brutus grows ſo covetous, 
To lock ſuch raſcal counters from his friends, 
Be ready, Gods, with all your. thunderbolts, 
Daſh him to pieces! 
Caf. I deny d you not. | 
Bru. You did. 2 4 
Caſ. I did not he was but a fool, heart. 
That brought my anſwer back. Brutus hath riv'd my 
A friend ſhauld bear a. friend's infirmities, 7 
But Brutus makes mine greater than. they are. 
Bru. I do not, till you practiſe them on me. 
Caf. You love me not. | 
Bru. I do nat like your faults. 
Caſ. A friendly eye could never ſee ſuch faults. 
Bru. A flatt'rer's would not, tho' they do appear 
As huge as high Olympus. | 
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And ſtraight is cold * — 
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Caſ. Qome, Autauy, and young Octavius, comes 
Revenge yourſelves alone on Caſſus, 

For Caffus is a- weary of the worde 

Hz ted: by::one die loves; brav!d:- by his. brother; 
Check' di like a bondman; all his faults obferv'd ; 

Set in a note · boolæ, learn'd and conn'd by rote, 

To caſt into my teeth. O I could weep. 

My ſpirit from mine eyes !- There is my dagger, 
And here my naked breaſt within, a heart 
Dearer than Pluaus Mine, richer: than gold: 

If that thou beeſt a Noman, take it forth. 

I, that deny'd thee gold, will give my heart; 
Strike, as:thqu didſt at Cæſar; for I know, 

When thou didſt hate him worſt, thou lov'dit him better: 
Than ever thou low'dſt Caius. - 

Bru. Sheath your dagger; 

Be angry wen you will it ſhall have ſcope; 

Do what you will; diſhonour ſhall be humour. 

O Caſſius, you are yoked with a Lamb, 

That carries anger, as the flint bears ſire; 

Who, much. enforced, ſhews a haſty ſparlæ, 


Ca/. Hath Caſſius | C49 
To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 
W hen grief, and blood ill-temper'd vexeth him? 
Bru. When I ſpoke that, I was il|-temper'd too. 
Caſ. Do you confeſs ſo much? give me your hand: 
Bru. And my heart too. - © [Embracings' 
Caf. O Brutas ! eee TREAT e 
Bru. What's the matter? . "097 380 
Caſ. Have you not love enough to bear with me, 
When that raſh humour, which my mother gave me, 
Makes me forgetfal ? 2's 
Bru. Yes, Caſtus, and from henceforth. 
When you are over-earneſt with your Bratus, 
He'll think your mother chides, and leave you ſo, 
es voie withins 
Poet. within; Let me go in to ſee the Generals; 
There is ſome grudge between them, tis not meet 
They be alone. eee ee "198 © 
Luc. within; You-ſhall not come to them. 


— 
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Poet: avitbin. Nothing but death ſhall __ an” 
Enter Poet. 
Ca/. How now ? what's the matter? | 


Poet. For ſhame, you Generals, what do y Rake mean wt 
Love, and be friends, as two ſuch-men ſhould be; © 


For | have ſeen more years, I'm ſure, than ye. 
Ca/. Ha ha 
Bru. Get you hence, ſirrah; faucy fellow, ons 
Caſ. Bear with him, Brutus, "tis his faſhion. 

Bru. I'll know his humour, when he knows his rime; 
What ſhould the Wars do. with theſe Jingling _ 
Companion, hence. plow 2574 b 

Caſ. Away, away, be gone. 2 

| Enter Lucilius, and Titinius. 

Bru. Lucilius and Titinius, bid the commanders 

Prepare to lodge their companies to- night. 


Caf. And come yourletvite, and bring Me Jula * 700 ö 
Eæeunt Lucilius and Titinius, | 


Immediately to us. 
Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine. 


Caf. I did not think, you could have hs fa; angry. © 


Bru. O Caſſius, J am ſick of many-griefs.; 

Caf. Of your philoſophy you make no uſe, | 
If you give place to accidental evils. | 

Bru. No man bears ſorrow better Porcia 8 dead. 

Caf. Ha! Porcia | 

Bra. She is dead. 

Caſ. How *ſcap'd T killivg, when 1 100. mow wy > 
O inſupportable and touching loſs !, | 
Upon what ſickneſs ? "* 

Bru. Impatient of my abſence ; 
And grief, that young Odtavius with Mark Gs 
Have made themſelves ſo ſtrong : (for with her death. 
'T bat tidings came.) With this ſhe fell diſtract, 7 
And (her attendants abſent). ſwallow'd mal . 

Caſ. And dy'd ſo? 

Bru. Even ſo. (Hor 

Ca/. O ye immortal Gods! 

Enter Boy with Wine and Tapers. 


Bru. Speak no more of her: give me a bowl of wine. 


In this 1 bury all unkindneſs. Caſffins. [ Drin. 
Caf. My heart is thirſty for that noble pledge, | 
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o er- ſwell the cup 3 I can- 


how vilely doth this Cynick rhime! 


[Bait Poet. 17 
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T cannot drink too much of Brutus love. 
Bru. Come in, Titinius ; welcome, good Meſ/ala. 
Enter Titinius, and Meſſala. ; 
Now fit we cloſe about this taper here, 
And call in queſtion our neceſlities. 
Caf. Oh Porcia ! art thou gone? 
Bru. No more, I pray you 
Meſſala, J have here received letters, 
That young Octavius, and Mark Antony, 
Come down upon us with a mighty Power, 
Bending their expedition tow'rd Philippi. 8 
Meſ. Myſelf have letters of the ſelf-ſame tenour. 
Bru, With what addition ? % 
Meſ. That by Proſcription and bills of Outlawry, 
Odtavius, Antony, and Lepidus | 
Have put to death an hundred Senators. 
Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree 
Mine ſpeak. of ſev'nty Senators, that dy'd 
By their Proſcriptions, Cicero being one. 
Caſ. Cicero one? | 7 
Mef. Cicero is dead; and. by that order of proſcription. 
Had you your letters from your wife, my lord ? 
Bru. No, Meſſala. 
Meſ. Nor nothing in your letters writ of her? 
Bru. Nothing, Me//ala. | 
Meſ. That, methinks, is ſtrange. 
Bru. Why aſk you ? hear you ought of her in yours? 
Meſ. No, my lord. | 
Bru, Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true. 
Meſ. Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell; 
For certain ſhe is dead, and by ſtrange manner. 
Bru. Why, farewel Porcia we muſt die, Meſſala. 
With meditating that ſhe muſt die once, | 
J have the patience to endure it now. | 
Me/. Ev'n ſo great men great loſſes ſhould endure. 
Caſ. I have as much of this in art as you, 
But yet my nature could not bear it ſo. 
Bru. Well, to our work alive. What do you think - 
Of marching to Philippi preſently ; 
Caſ. I do not think it good. 
Bru. Your reaſon ? 13 
Caſ. This it is: Tis 
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Se ſhall: he waſte his means, weary his ſoldiers, B 
i Doing himſelf offence; whilſt. we, lying ſtill, 7 
i Are full of reſt, defence and nimbleneſs. © de FA B 
A Bru. Good reaſons muſt of force give place to better. Giv 
. The people, *cwixt Philippi and this ground, 8 J 
| Do ſtand but in a forc'd affection; | L 
For they have grudg'd us contribution. | Poo 
The enemy, marching. along by them, . Cal 
By them ſhall make a fuller. number up; PII 
Come on refreſht, new added, and encourag'd: J 
From which advantage ſhall we cut him off, | | 
If at Philippi we do face him there, 7 
Theſe. people at our back. | Z 
Caſ. Hear me, good brother It n 
Bru. Under your pardon,——You muſt note beſide, On 
That we have try'd the utmoſt of our friends; J 
Our legions are brim- full, our cauſe is ripe; | 1 
The enemy increaſeth every day, It 1 
We, at the height, are ready to decline. Loc 
There is a tide in the affairs of men, | I pi 
Which, taken at the flood, leads on to fortune; 1 
Omitied, all the voyage of their life 1 
Is bound in ſhallows, and in miſeries. Car 
On ſuch a full ſea are we now a- float: * An 
And we muſt take the current when it ſerves, one 1 
Or loſe our. ventures. _ | 5 £ 
Caf. Then, with your will, go on: We will along I ti 
Ourſelves, and meet them at Philippi. 1 
Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk, 1 
And nature muſt obey neceſſity; 8 LY 
Which we. will niggard with a little reſt. 1 
There is no more to ſay. | 4 
Caſ. No more; good night; I v 
Early to-morrow will we riſe, and hence. : I w 
| Enter Lucius. p Th. 
Bru. Lucius, my gown; farewell; good M://ala; La) 
Good night, Titinius: Noble, noble Caſſius, | Th 
Good night, and good repoſe. | IV 
Caf. O my dear brother ! If 
This was an ill beginning of the night: PH 
Never come ſuch diviſion *tween our fouls; But 
Let it not, Brutus / | Enter 
* 


x 


w 


ater 


Call Claudius, and ſame other of my men: 


But let me ſee is not the leaf turn'd down, 
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Enter Lucius with the gown. 
Bru, Ev'ry thing is well. 
Tit. Meſſa. Good night, lord Brutus. < 
Bru. Farewell; every one. [Exeunt. 
Give me the gown. Where is thy inſtrument ? | 
Luc. Here, in the tent. 
Bru. What, thou ſpeak'ſt drowſily ? 
Poor knave, I blame thee not; thou art o'er- watch'd. 


PII have them ſleep on cuſhions in my tent. 
Luc. Varro, and Claudius |! —————— 
Enter Varro and Claudius. 
Var. Calls my lord? y 
Bra. I pray you, Sirs, lie in. my tent; and lep; 

It may be, I ſhall raiſe you by and by, 

On buſineſs to my brother Ca/ius. 

Var. So pleaſe you, we will ſtand, and watch your pleaſure, 
Bru. I wilbnot have it fo; lie down, good Sirs: 

It may be, I ſhall otherwiſe bethink me. 

Look, Lucius, here's the book I ſought for fo; ; 

I put it in the pocket of my gown. 

Luc. I was ſure youg-lordſhip- did not give it me. 
Bru. Bear with — good boy, I am much forgetful. 

Canſt thou hold up thy heavy eyes a while, 

And touch thy inſtrument, a ſtrain or two? 

Luc. Ay, my Lord, an't pleaſe you. 
Bru. It does, my boy 3 

I trouble thee too much, but thou art willing. 

Luc. It is my duty, Sir. | 
Bru. I ſhould not urge thy duty paſt thy might; 

I know, young bloods look for a time of reſt. E 
Luc. I have ſlept, my Lord, already. it 
Bru. It was well done, and thou ſhalt ſleep again; Þ# 

I will not hold thee long. If I do live, if 

I will be good to thee. [Mufick and a Song. 1 

This is a ſleepy tune O murd'rous ſlumber ! 1 

Lay'ſt thou thy leaden mace upon my boy, 

That plays thee muſick? gentle knave, good night; 

I will not do thee ſo much wrong to wake thee. 

If thou doſt nod, thou break'ſt thy inſtrument, 

Pit take it from thee ; and, good boy, gaod-night. 


Where 
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Where [ left reading? here it is, I think. 

6 . [| He fits down to read. 
| Enter the Ghoſt of Czſar. © 
How ill this taper burns ! ha ! who comes here ? 
T think it is the weakneſs of mine eyes, 

That ſhapes this monſtrous apparition ! X 
It comes upon me Art thou any thing ? 
Art thou ſome god, ſome angel, or ſome devil, 
That mak'ſt my blood cold, and my hair to ftare ? 
Speak to me, what thou art. 1 ä 
C. Thy evil ſpirit, Brutus. 
Bru. Why com'ſt thou??? 
Ghoſt. To tell thee, thou ſhalt ſee me at Philippi. 
Bru. Then, I ſhall ſee thee again ——— 
Gh. Ay, at Philippi. 
Bru. Why, I will fee thee at Philippi then.—— 
Now I have taken heart, thou vaniſheſt : 
III Spirit, I would hold more talk with thee. 

Boy ! Lucius] Varro] Claudius ! Sirs! awake! 
Claudius ! | FOE 3 | 
Luc. The ſtrings, my lord, are falſe. | 
Bra. He thinks, he ſtill is at his inſtrument. 
Lacius ! awake. 
Luc. My lord! 


Luc. My lord, I do not know that I did cry. 
Luc. Nothing, my lord. 


Varro ! awake. 

Var. My. lord! 

Clau. My lord! | 

Bru. Why did you ſo cry out, Sirs, in your ſleep 3 
Both. Did we, my lord? | 

Bru. Ay, ſaw you any thing ? 

Var. No, my lord, I ſaw nothing. 

Clau Nor I, my lord. : 

Bru. Go, and commend me to my brother Caf/7us 3. 
Bid him ſet on his Pow'rs betimes before, 

And we will follow. | 

Both. It ſhall be done, my lord. FR | 


Bru. Didſt thou dream, Lucius, that thou ſo cried'ſt out? 
Bru. Yes, that thou didſt ; didſt thou ſee any thing? 


Bru. Sleep again, Lucius; firrah, Claudius, fellow! 
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ACT V. 


SCENE, the Fields of Philippi, b 
the two Camps. 


Enter Octavius, Antony, and their Army. 


02a. OW, Antony, our hopes are anſwered. | 
Yau ſaid, the enemy would not come down, 
But — the hills and upper regions; 
It proves not ſo; their battles are at hand, 
They mean to warn us at Philippi here, 
Anſwering, before we do demand of them. 
Ant. Tut. J am in their boſoms, and I know 
Wherefore: they do it; they could be content 
To viſit other places, and come down 
With fearful bravery ; thinking, by this face, | 
To faſten in our thoughts that they have eourage. 
But *tis not ſo. . Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. Prepare you, Generals 
The enemy comes on in gallant ſhew ; 
Their bloody ſign of battle is hung out, 
And ſomething to. be done! immediately. 
Ant. Odtavius, lead your battle ſofily on, 
Upon the left hand of the even field, 
Oda. Upon the right hand I, keep thou the left. 
Ant. Why do you croſs me in this exigent? 
O#a. I do not croſs yon; but I will do ſo. [March, 
Drum. Euter Brutus, Caſſius, and their army. 
Brau. They ſtand, and would have parley. 
Caf. Stand faſt, 3 we muſt out and talk. 
O#a. Mark Antony, ſhall we give ſign of battle? 
Ant. No, Ceſar, we will anſwer on their charge. 
Make forth, the Generals. would have ſome words. 
Octa. Stir not until the fignal. | 
Bru. Words before A Is it ſo, Countrymen? 
Octa. Not that we love words better, as you do. 
Bru. Good words are better than bad ſtrokes, Octavius. 
32 | Ant, 
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Ant. In your bad ſtrokes, Brutus, you give good words, 


Witneſs the hole you made in Cæſar's heart, 
Crying, long live! hail, CAR | 
Caſ. Antony. 
The eee of your blows are yet unknown ; ; 
or-yout Words; they rob the Hy5/a bees, 
And leave them honey leſs. 4 
Ant. Not ſtingleſs too. | 
Bru. O yes, and ſoundleſs too: 
For you have ſtoln their buzzing, Antony 3 1 
And very wiſely threat, before you ſting. | 
Ant. Villains! you did not ſo, when your vis dagger, 
Hack'd one another in the fides of Cæſar. 


You ſhew'd your teeth like 1 — and fawn'd like hounds, | 


And bow'd like bond men, kiſſing Cæſar's feet ; 
Whilſt damned Caſca, like a cur behind. 
Struck Cæſar on the neck. O flatterers . 
Caſ. Flatterers! now Brutus thank vourſelf; 3 
This tongue had not offended ſo to _ 290 
If Caſtus might have rul'd. 
Oda. Came, come, the cauſe; if arguing ede 
The proof of it will turn to redder drops. 
Behold, I draw a (word againſt conſpirators; 
When think you, that the ſword goes up again? 
Never, till Cæſar's three and twenty wounds 
Be well aveng'd; or till another Caſar 7 
Have added ſlaughter'to the ſword of traitors. 
Bru. Cæ ſar, thou canſt not die by on oa r . 


Unleſs:thou bring'ſt them with thee. * « BY 


. O#a._ So I hope; 


I was not born to die on Br#tzs* ſword. 


Bru. O, if thou wert the nobleſt of thy Strain, 
Young man, thou couldſt not die more honourable. 
Ca. A peeviſh ſchook boy, worthleſs of ſuch e 
Join'd with a mas ker and a reveller. 
Ant. Old Caffius ſtill ! 
Ota. Come Antony; away; 
Defiance, traitors, hurl we in your teeth: 
If you dare fight to day, come to the field; 
If not, when you have ſtomachs. 
(Ee. Octavius, Antony, and Army. 
Caſe 


„ 


r 
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Caſ. Why, now blow wind, ſwell billow, and ſwim bark? 
The ſtorm is up, and all is on the hazard. | | 
Bru. Lucilius, =—= hark a word with you. 
[Lucilius and Meſſala fand forth. 
Luc. My lord. Brutus ſpeaks apart to Lucilius- 
Caf. Meſala. 
Meſ. What ſays my General? 
Caf. Mezgala, 1 
This is my birth- day; as this very day 
Was Caſſius born. Give me thy hand, Maſala; 
Be thou my witneſs, that againſt my will, 
As Pompey was, am I compell'd to ſet 
Upon one battel all our liberties. 
You know, that I held Epicurus ſtrong, 
And his opinion ; now I change my mind ; 
And rang credit things, that do preſage. 
Coming from Sardis, on our foremoſt enſign 
Two mighty eagles fell; and there they perch'd ; 
Gorging and feeding from our Soldiers hands, 
Who to Philippi here conſorted us: 


This Morning are they fled away and gone; 


And, in their ſteads, do ravens, crows and kites 
Fly o'er our heads; and downward look on us, 
As we were ſickly prey; their ſhadows ſeem. 
A canopy molt fatal, under which 
Our army lies ready to give the ghoſt. 

Me. Believe not ſo. 

Ca/. I but believe it partly ; 
For I am freſh of ſpirit, and'refoly'd 
To meet all peril, very conſtantly. 

Byu. Even ſo, Lucilius. | 

Ca/. Now, moſt noble Brutus, 
The gods to day ſtand friendly; that we may, 
Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age 
But ſince th' affairs of men reſt ſtill incertain, 
Let's reaſon with the worſt that may befal. 
If we loſe this battel, then is this 
The very laſt time we ſhail ſpeak together. 
What are you then determined to do? 

Bru. Ev'n by the rule of that Philoſophy, 
By which I did blame Cato, for the death I, 
Which he did give himſelf; I know not how, But 
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But I do find it cowardly, and vile, Mar, 


For fear of what might fall, ſo to prevent Fly 
The time of life, arming myſelf with patience, Ce 
To ſtay the providence of ſome high powers, Are | 
'That govern us below. | | Ti 
Ca. Then if we loſe this battel, C. 
You are contented to be led in triumph Mou 
Through the ſtreets of Rome. Till 
Bru. No. Caſſius, no; think not, thou noble Roman, And 
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome; We 
He bears too great a mind. But this ſame day 77 
Muſt end that Work, the Ides of March begun; C- 
And, whether we ſhall meet again, I know not; My 
Therefore our everlaſting farewell take; And 
For ever, and forever, farewell, Cafius ! T's 
If we do mect again, why, we ſhall ſmile ; And 
If not, why, then this parting was well made. My 
Caſ. For ever, and for ever, farewell Bratus! = 
If we do meet again, we'll ſmile indeed; | | C. 
If not, "tis true, this parting was well made. P. 
Bru. Why then, lead on. O, that a man might know Wit! 
The end of this day's buſineſs ere it come W Yet | 
But it ſufficeth, that the day will end; | Titin 
And then the end is known, Come, ho, away. [ Exeunt. He's 
Alarum. Enter Brutus and Meſſala. . 
Bru. Ride, ride, Maſala; ride, and give theſe bills Oh, 
Unto the legions, on the other fide. Loud Alarum., To { 
Let them ſet on at once; for I perceive. | 
But cold demeanour in Oꝶa vius wing; Com 
And ſudden Puſh gives them the overthrow, | In P 
Ride, ride, Meſala; let them all come down. | Exeunt. And 
Alarum. Enter Caſſius and Titinius. That 
Caſ. O look, Jitinius, look, the villains fly ! Tho 
My ſelf have to mine own turn'd enemy; | Nou 
This enſign here of mine was turning back, : That 
I ſlew the coward, and did take it from him. b Stan. 
Tit. O Caſſius, Brutus gave the word too early; And 
Who having ſome advantage on OcFtauius, . Guic 
Took it too eagerly; his ſoldiers fell to ſpoil, a Ev'n 
Whilſt we by Antony were all inclos'd. | P. 
Enter Pindarus. | | Duri 


Pin. Fly further off, my lord, fly further off; Mark 
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Mark Antony is in your Tents, my lord; 
Fly therefore, noble Caſſius, fly far off. 
Caſ. This hill is far enough. Look, look, Titinius, 
Are thoſe my Tents,” where I perceive the fire? | 
Tit. They are, my lord. Fe 
Caſ. Titinias, if thou lov'ſt me. 
Mount thou my horſe, and hide thy ſpurs in him, 
Till he may have brought thee up to yonder troops, 
And here again; that I may reſt aſſur'd, 
Whether your troops are friend or enemy. 
Tit. I will be here again, ev'n with a thought. [ Exit. 
Caf. Go, Pindarus, get higher on that hill, 
My fight was ever thick; regard Titinius, 
And tell me what thou noteſt about the field. 
Tais day I breathed firſt; time is come round ; 
And where I did begin, there ſhall I end; 
My life is run its compaſs. Now, what news ? 
Pind. [ 4bove,) Oh, my lord! 
Caſ. What news? | 
Pind. Titinius is incloſed round about 
With horſemen, that make to him on the ſpur; 
Yet he ſpurs on. Now they are almoſt on him 
Titinius ! now ſome light oh, he lights too 
He's ta'en —— and hark, they ſhout for joy. [ Shout, 
Caſ. Come down, behold no more; 
Oh, coward that I am, to live ſo long, 
To ſee my beſt friend ta'en before my face ! 
e Enter Pihdarus.: + 
Come hither firrah ; e een 3M 
In Parthia did I take thee priſonee; 
And then I ſwore thee, ſaving of thy life, 
That whatſoever I did bid thee do, © 
Thou ſhouldſt attempt it. Come, now keep thine oath, - 
Now be a freeman; and with this good ſword, 
That ran through Cæſar's bowels, ſearch this boſom. 
Stand not to anſwer; here, take thou the hilt: | 
And when my face is cover'd, as tis now, | 
Guide thou the ſword Ce/ar, thou art reveng d, 
Ev'n with the ſword that kill'd thee.—— [ Kills bimſelſ. 
Pind, So, I am free; yet would not ſo have been, £ 
Durſt I have done my Will. Oh Caſius 
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Far from this country Pindarus ſhall run, | 
Where never Roman ſhall take note of him. F[Ex:z. Wil 
Enter Titinius and Meſlala. And 
Meſ. It is but Change, Titinius; for Octavius 

Is overthrown by noble Brutus power, 

As Cafus legions are by Anta ß 
Tit. Theſe tidings will well comfort Caſſius. * 
Mef. Where did you leave hun ? 

Tit. All diſconſolate, ; | | 8 

With Pin darus his bondman, on this hill. I 

Meſ. Is not that he that lies upon the ground? 57 
Tit. He lies not like the living. Oh my heart? I 
B 
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Mef. Is not that he? | 
Tit. No, this was he, Meſala; 


But Caſſius is no more! Oh, ſetting, Sun! In o 
As in thy red rays thou doſt ſink to night, C 
SO in his red blood Caſſius day is ſet; Loo 
The Sun of Rome is ſet! our day is gone; B. 
Clouds, dews, and dangers come; our deeds are done, Tho 
Miſtruſt of my ſucceſs hath done this deed. It is 

Me/. Miſtruſt of good ſuccceſs hath done this deed. Shou 
Oh hateful Error, Melancholy's child! _ | Tot 
Why.doſt thou-ſhew to the apt thoughts of men I ſha 
The things that are not? Error, ſoon conceiv'd, Com 
Thou never com'ſt unto a happy birth, 5 His 
But kill'ſt the mother that engender d thee. Leſt 

Tit. What, Pindanus? where art thou Pindarus? Kad 
Meſ. Seek him, Jitinius; whilſt Igo to meet Labi 
The noble Brutus, thruſting this report Tis 
Into his ears; I may ſay, thruſting itt: We! 
For piercing ſteel, and darts invenom el. 9 
Shall be as welcome to the ears of Bratus, | 


Tit. Hye. you Meſala. 1 at gent 
And IL. wall 8 while, 4 [Exit Meſſ. I wil 
Why didſt thou ſend me forth, brave Cafias!. ,. © i 
Did I not meet thy; friends, and did not they Nil Beef A foe 
Put, on my brows:thjs wreath of victory, hz 
And bid me give itthee? didſt thou not hear their ſhouts?.. 

Alas thou haſt miſconſtrued ey ry, thing. 
But hold thee, take this gatland on thy brow... . 8 
Thy Brutus bid me give it thee; and I Will . 
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Will do his bidding. Brutus, come apace ; PA 
And ſee how I regarded Catus 2 855 f 
By your leave, Gods — This is a Romas part. 
„ 1 [Stabs himſelf. 
Come, Caffus' ſword, and find Titinius' heart. [ Dies, 
Alarum. Enter Brutus, Meſſala, young Cato, Strato, 
Volumnius, and Lucilius. 
Bru. Where, where, Meſſala, doth his body lie? 
Meſ. Lo, yonder, and Titinius mourning it. 
Bru. Titinias face is upward. * 
Cn RARE. © Ho 
Bru. Oh Fulius Cæſar, thou art mighty yet! 
Thy Spirit walks abroad, and turns our {words 
In our own proper entrails, | [ Low alarums, 
Cato. Brave Titinius “ ; 
Look, if he have not crown'd dead Caſfus !- 
Bru. Are yet two Romans living, fuch as theſe ? 
Thou laſt of all the Romans! fare thee well; Fl 
It is impoſſible, that ever Rome 13 
Should breed thy fellow. Friends, I owe more tears 
To this dead man, than you ſhall ſee me pay. | 
I ſhall find time, Caius, I ſhall find time — 
Come, therefore, and to Thafſos ſend his body: 
His funeral ſhall not be in our Camp, 
Leſt it diſcomfort us. Lacilius, come; 
And come young Cato; let us to the field. 
Labio, and Flavius, ſet our battels on. 
"Tis three o' clock; and Romans, yet ere night 
We ſhall try fortune in a ſecond fight. [Exeunt, 
Alarum. Enter Brutus, Meſſala, Cato, Lucitius, 
55 o 
Bru. Yet Country men, oh yet, hold up your heads. 
Cato. What baſtard doth not? who will go with me? 


* 
* 1 


I will proclaim my name about the field. 
I am the Son of Marcus Cato, hot © 
A foe to tyrants, and my Country*s friend. 
I am the Son of Marcus, Cal a0. 777 
Enter Soldiers and fight. 
Bru. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, T; . 


* * 


Brutus, my Country's friend; know me for Brutus. [Zxit. 


| we Oh young and noble Caro, art thou down? 


y, now thou dielt as bravely as Titinius; And 
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And may'ſt be honour'd, being Cato 5 8s. 
Sold. Vield, or thou dieſt. | 
Lac. Only I yield to die; 


There is ſo much, that thou wilt kill me kracht * 


Kill Brutus, and be honour'd in his death. 
Sold. We muſt not. A Noble Priſoner! 
Enter Antony. 
2 Sold. Room, ho! tell Antony, Brutus is ta'en. 


1 Sold. I'll tell the news, here comes the Genetal : 


Brutus is ta'en, Brutus i is ta en, my! Lord. 
Ant. Where is he? 
Luc. Safe, Antony; Brutus is ſafe enough. 
I dare aſſure thee, that no enemy _ 
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus: 
The Gods defend him from ſo great a ſhame! 
When you do find him or alive, or dead, 
He will be found like Brutus, like r 
Ant. This is not Brutus, friend, but J aſſure 
A prize no leſs in worth; keep this man ſafe, 
Give him all kindneſs. I had rather have | 
Such men my friends, than enemies, Go on, 
And ſee if Brutus be alive or dead; 
And bring us word unto Ofawvius Tent, ; 


How every thing is chanc'd. [Exeunt. 
Enter Brutus, Dardanius, Clitus, Strato and Volumnius. 
Bru. Come, poor Remains of friends, reſt on this rock. 
Cli. Statilius ſhew'd the torch'd light; but, my . 


He came not back, he is or ta'en, or flain. : 
Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus ; laying is the word; 


It is a deed in faſhion. Hark thee, Clitus — [hiſpering. 


Cli. What I, my Lord ? no, not for all the world. 
Bru; Peace then, no words. 

Cui. I'll rather kill my ſelf. 

Bra. Hark thee, Dardanius ! | 3 
Dar. I do ſüch a deed? ITE as 
Chi. Oh Dardanius! : 

Dar. Oh Clhtus! 


Ch. What ill requeſt did Brutus make to thee? 


Dar. To kill him, Cas: look, he meditates. 
Chi. Now is that noble Veſſel full of grief, : 
That it runs over even 9 


4 


Bru, 
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JurLivus CESAR. 69 
Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius; lift a word. 
Vol. What ſays my Lord? © 
Bru. Why, this, Volumnius; 
The Ghoſt of Cæſar hath appear'd to me 
'Two ſeveral times by night; at Sardis, once; 
And, this laſt night, here in Philippi fields, 
I know, my hour is come. 
Yol. Not ſo, my Lord. | 
Bra. Nay, I am ſure it is, Volumnius. 
Thou ſeeſt the World, Volumnius, how it goes; 
Our enemies have beat us to the pit: [Alarum. 
It is more worthy to leap in our ſelves, | 
Than tarry, 'till they puſh us. Good Volumnius, 
Thou know'tt, that we two went to ſchool together; 
Even for that, our love of old, I pr'ythee, | 
Hold thou my ſword's hilt, while I run on it. 
Vol. That's not an office for a friend, my Lord. 
| [ Alarum flill, 
Cli. Fly, fly, my Lord; there is no tarry ing here, 
Bru. Farewell to you, and you, and you Volumnius. 
Strato, thou haſt been all this while aſleep ; 
Farewell to thee too, Srato. Countrymen, 
My heart doth joy, that yet, in all my life, | 


unt, I tound no man, but he was true to me. 
us. I ſhall have Glory by this loſing day, 
ck. More than O#awvizs, and Mark Antony, 
ord, By this vile Conqueſt ſhall attain unto. 


DN So, fare you well at once; for Br«tus' tongue 
| Hath almoſt ended his life's hiſtory. 
ing. Night hangs upon mine eyes, my bones would reſt, 
That have but labour'd to attain this hour. 
[ {larum. Cry within, fly, fly, fly; 
Ci. Fly, my Lora, fly.— | 
Bru, Hence; I will follow thee. 
I pr'ythee, Strato, ſtay thou by thy Lord; 
Thou art a fellow of a good reſpect ; 
Thy life hath had ſome ſmatch of honour in't. 
Hold then my ſword, and turn away thy face, 
While I do run upon it. Wilt thou, Strato? | 
Stra. Give me your hand firſt—fare you well, my Lord, | 


Bru, | | Bru, 
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70 JuvLiivs Casak. 
Bru, Farewell, good Strato; Cæſar, now be ſtill; 
I kill'd not thee with half ſo gooda will. 
[He runs on his ſword, and dies. 
Alarum. Retreat. Enter Antony, Octavius, Meſlala, 
Lucilius, and the Army. 
Oda. What Man is that ? 
Meſ. My Maſter's Man. Strato, . is thy Maſter ? 
Stra. Free from the bondage you are in, Me/ala ; 
The Conqu'rors can but make a fire of him: 
For Brutus only overcame himſelf; 
And no man elſe hath honour by his death. | 
Luc. So Brutus ſhould be 4 I thank thee, Brutus, 
That thou haſt prov'd Lucilias Saying true. 
Oda. All that ſerv'd Bratus, I will entertain them. 
Fellow, wilt thou beſtow thy time with me? 
Stra. Ay, if Mæſala will prefer me to you. 
Ota. Do ſo good Meſala. | 
Meſ. How died my Lord, Strato? 
Stra. I held the fword, and he did run on it. 
Meſ. Odtavius, then take him to follow thee, 
That did the lateſt ſervice to my Maſter. 
Ant. This was the nobleſt Roman of them all: 
All the Conſpirators, ſave only he, 
Did that they did in envy of great Cæſar: 
He, only, in a general honeſt thought, 
And common Good to all, made one of them. 
His life was gentle, and the elements 
So mixt in him, that Nature might ſtand up, 
And ſay to all the World; This was a Man! 
Octa. According to his virtue, let us uſe him; 
With all reſpect, and rites of burial. 17. 
Witbin my Tent his bones to night ſhall lye, 
' Moſt like a Soldier, order'd honourably. 
So call the field to Reſt ; and let's away, 
To part the Glories of this happy oy [Exennt omnes. 
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